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FROLOGUVKE 
Written by Mr. TxzoBaLD, 


AND 


Spoken by Mr. KEEN, 


N vain have Prologues, in keen Satyr writ, 

Pretended to reform the flubborn Pit; 
In vain haue athers penn'd in bumble Strain, 
With artful Flatt'ry ſought your Smiles to gain: 
Too late we find, no laſhing Cenſure awes, 
Nor ſervile Crouchings can command Applauſc ; 
What then remains 2 Poet, or Play'r. to do, 
When tis in vain to Threaten, or to Sue? | 
Grant, our Deſert no Dues of Praije demands, 
Or on its arrogant Pretenſions lands; [ Hands. 
Th Attempt to pleaſe ſhould find ſome Favour at your 
Perhaps, with Eaſe, we might one Meth uſe ; 
But what we think Unjuft, we muſt refuſe ; 
Fatting too long has ſtroue fengroſs the Stage, 
tnd make it chime with a degen'rate Age, 

A 2 This 


* 


PROLOGUE. 


The Ancient Bards, whoſe Heads the Bays did crown, 
E*er Modern Names or Principles were known, 
Mourn that their haneſt meaning Lines ſhould raiſe 

A Clap from Party, not from real Praiſe. | 
In Kindneſs your forc d Applications ſpare, 

Nor wreſt them to Conceits, they cannot bear. 

Th' injurious Cuſtom does our Bard diſgrace, 

Gives him a Maſk, and hides his genuine Face, 

Alt this rate, might our youthful Author fear, 

His guiltleſs Praiſe ſhould ſtrain'd Conſtructions wear 
Becauſe the Farce, which he preſents to Night, 

He did upon an old Foundation write ; 

But his ſole Aim, is to divert your Spleens 

With Follies of low Life, and ſportive Scenes: : 
Where, if there's Humour, you'll forgive him Senſe ; 
And '/lead of labour'd Lines, with homely Mirth diſpenſe. 
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Spoken by Mother Grin, the Bawd. 


AS oft you've known, when Tragic Scenes were ended, 
Some beauteous Nymph has from the Grave aſcended, 
With Epilogue of Smut to Recompenge 
The Want of Paſſion, Hymour, Wit and Senſe j 
So I, from Newgate- Cloyſters ju/t [et free, 
Am ſent our Bays's Advocate to be. 
But, let me die—T've been ſo ſcar d of late, 
With Apprebenſions of a hanging Fate; 
That I'm in better Cue to entertain, 
In Tragic Airs, the ſolemn Paul Lorrain, 
Than greet an Audience in @ merry Strain. 
Then Buſineſs is ſo dull, as Heaven ſhall hear me, ; 
Ive not one ounce of Comfort left to cheer me; | 
That damn'd Hide-Park has half undone our Trade, 
And robbd our Houſe of many a vigorous Blade. 

. Curſe on't ! all now that comes to pay my Kent is, 
From ſcribbling Lawyer's Clerks, and City Prentice; 
The {agg Tg Youths, Shep ſhut, and Office done, 
Will naw and then come down a merry Crown. | 

But where's the Purchaſe of ſuch ſniv' ling Ninnies ? 
Give me the full-pay Culls, that bring their Guincas: 
Then we can treat, (what need I care who knaw it? 

Some flrong-back'd Paſtor, or ſome favourite Poet, 

| | But now I talk of Poets, pray you ſpare 


Our this Night's Stripling, and his Virgin Ware ; 
And to reguite the Favour, you ſhall find, + 
_ Choice Girls with me and Mother Griffin kind, 
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ACT IJ. SCENE: 
Enter Freeman, and Mixum the Vintner. 


FREEMAN... 
OW now, Robin Mixum! What 
makes thee in this Confuſion ! What's 

So, the Matter! | 28 va 
Mix. O, Sir, the moſt villainous Piece 
of Roguery,—not of my own, Sir, — 
2 but that Rogue of all Rogues, Vizard's 
committing: I'll tell you, Sir, how it was; that Vil- 
lain Vizard, who has more Tricks than a Jeſuit, and 
wou'd make an Aſs of the Devil, came to my Houſe 


one Night, and with a Woman, whom he told me he 


had married, and that ſhe was a great Fortune; upon 
which I grew extremely civil: He order'd the Cloth 
to be laid; which was done while you cou'd whiſtle, 
and beſpoke a Supper, which was upon the Table in 
a Trice: He gave me a Bill of twenty Pounds, and 


deſired the Money of me: The Goldſmith living too 


far 


4 Wonart's Revengt +/'Or; 
far to ſend at that Time, I willingly gave him the 
Money, took bis Bill, and withdrew : Then enters a 


blind Harper, and cries, Do you lack any Muſick ? 


He cries, play; the Harper uncaſes, the Drawer is 


nodded out, who obeys, believing he wou'd be private. 
with the Gentlewoman ; and 'tis Sam's Part, you 
know, Sir, to wink at ſuch Things. 

Free. Right, and civil. 

Mix. Well, Sir, havingeat the Supper, and perceiving 
none in the Room but the blind Harper, whoſe 'EyS 
Heaven had ſhut from behotdingW ickedneſs, opens the 
Caſement to the Street, very patientlypacks up my Plate, 
naturally thruſts the Woman out of the Window, and 
himſelf with the moſt acute Dexterity, leaps after her: 
The blind Harper plays on, bids the empty Diſhes, 
much good may do them, and plays on {till ; the Draw- 
er returns, cries, D'ye call, Sir? But out, alas] the 
Birds were flown, Sir, flown ; Laments were rais'd,— 

Free. Which did not pierce the Heavens. 

Mix. Sam cries out ; my Wiſe in the Bar hears the 
Noiſe ; the bawls out: I heard her, and thunder'd ; the 
Boys flew like Lightning, and all was in Confuſion ; 
my Plate being gone, and the Thief after it, I bethought 
me of my Bill, ran with all Speed to the Goldſmith's to 
receive my Money; but out alas? the Bill prov*dforg- 
ed: I was ſeiz'd, Vizard ran away, my Word wou'd 
not be taken, I was found guilty of Forgery, loſt my 

Reputation, and ſet in the Pillory for being cheated, 
Free. Was it impoſſible to find him? 8 
Mix. Sir, he walks inviſible ; you might as ſoon find 


Truth ina Gameſter, Sincerity in a Lawyer, or Honour 


in a Poet; he changes his Dreſs and his Lodgings, as 
often as a Whore does her Name and her Lover: Ill 
een go home, and comfort myſelf and my Wife; and 
for that Rogue Vizard, I hope ſhall live to fee him 
hang'd in Hemp of his own beating. . 
Free. This is a moſt exemplary Piece of Juſtice: This 
Vintner I know to be a Knave, one that has cunning e- 


nough 


/ 


On wml errang! 


. peo 


| rob me of my good Character. 
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noughto cheat all that put Faith in him, and Wit enough 
to avoid the Puniſhment of his own Crimes, but by the 
Malignity of Fortune, is ever ſuffering for other Mens 
Roguery : Ha, here comes the ambo-dexterous K nave : 
So, Mr. Vizard, [ Enter Vizard] you are in great Haſte, 
upon a hot Scent, I find, in queſt of your Prey : What 
darling of Fortune are you going to run down ? 

. Viz. Fie, Mr. Freeman, you ſhou'd not judge fo hard 
of a poor Man. | | 

Free, The Accuſation of Robin Mixum the Vintner, 
concerning the forg'd Bill, will give your Acquaintance 
a juſt Cauſe to diſtruſt your Morals, | 

Viz. Sir there is not a greater Rogue in the whole 
Company of Vintners. : 

Free, The World, I believe, is pretty well appriſed 
of his Honeſty ; but his being a Knave, is no Proof of 
your Innocence ; you ſhou'd have appear'd in Court; 
and diſprov'd his ſcandalous Accuſation. 


© Viz. Villainy, Sir, is ever moſt fertile in Invention, 


while Innocence often ſuffers, and by Surpriſe is made 
incapable of Defence : The Rogue knew very well I 
did not dare to confront him in Court, by reaſon he 
had a ſwinging Action out againſt me ; ſo he took the 
Advantage of my Misfortune, to vindicate his Repu- 
tation, by the Aſperſion of mine: The Villain de- 
rives me of my Livelihood, by unjuſtly poſſefling an 
ſtate of two hundred Pounds per Annum, that my 
Father mortgaged to him for a thouſand Pounds, which 
he ſpent again, in his Houſe, and had nothing for it 
but bad Wine and groſs Flattery, and now he would 
Hie. Which you have been a Stranger to theſe 12 
Months. - Come, come, your ſcandalous Practices, your 
Cheats and Tricks are pretty well known; conſider, 
* have but few Friends, little Reputation, and leſs 
oney, and if you ſhould be taken hold on by the Law, 


| and convicted, you'd hardly eſcape its Puniſhment. 


Vix. That's owing to the Corruption of the Age; for 
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Diſhoneſty, but for Poverty, many: The greateſt Part 
of Mankind being Rogues within, or without the Law, 
ſo that little Thieves are hang'd for the Security of great 
ones. Take my Word, Sir, there are greater Rogues 
ride in their own Coaches, than any that walk on Foot; 
a poor Fellow ſhall be hang'd for ſtealing to ſupport Life, 
while many ſolemn Villains, with ſupercilious Faces, 
and bruſh'd Beavers, that plunder whole Families, are 
_ complimented with the Title of Right Worſhipful, 
Free. I wonder that a Man of your Underſtanding, 
and one that has run thro” ſo good a Fortune, can be 
contented with a Livelihood, got by ſuch ſcandalous 
Practices; *tis a Diſgrace both to your Birth and 
Education: Have you no Friend that | 
Nix. When I had Money, I bad many Poſſeſſors; 
but Neceſſity is the Touchttone of Friends. I have 
learn'd, Sir, at a ſeyere Expence, that Friendſhip is 
but a Shadow that attends the Shunſhine of our Prof- 
perity ; that once o're clouded, with adverſe Fortune, 
the other ſtrait becomes inviſible. 4 

Free. J am too well aſſur'd of your Misfortune in that 
Reſpect, but endeavour to maintain a good Reputation, 


and you ſtand Yair for Preferment ; you ate very well 
qualify'd for a Place, and have Merit enough to coun- 
tenance your Pretenſions. | 


Viz. Sir, with Submiſſion, I find you have ſtudied 
Books more than Men; you know what ſhou'd give 
a Man a Pretenſion to prefer himſelf, but are ignorant 
in what does; alas, Sir, the antient Theory of Vir- 


tue is quite revers'd, and he that has the moſt Money. 


is now the Worthieſt Man: Every | Thing is to be 
ſold ; both ends of the Town are become Markets, 
and Conſciences riſe and fall at H:fminſter, as Stocks 
do in Exchange: Alley. | 
Free, You are very ſatyrical, but I have made an 


Obſervation, that the greateſt K naves are the moſt ſe- 


vere Judgess they view al) Mankind in the falſe Mir- 


as you ſcem to intimate, few Men, indeed, ſuffer for 


10 
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ror of. their own Actions; and when they can't defend 


FE their Villainies, think to extenuate them by pleading 
© the Example of their Better s. 
3 


Viz. You miſtake me, Sir, I am of a contrary Opi- 
at nion, for if Example cou'd juſtify Actions, there cou'd' 
be no Thieves; Poſſeſſion wou'd then be the only 
5 Right; Children might turn their Fathers out of Doors, 
Sudjects call their Sovereigns to Account, Ulurpers 
plead a Righe Divine, and the greateſt Villainies wou'd 
re I become lawful ; I cou'd ſay more, Sir, ny” a Mens 

Vices muſt be ſacred—where Scandalum Magnatum is 
8= puniſh'd with ſuch Severity, and Money is an Argu- 
de | ment to prove Black White, poor Men dare not ſpeak 

the Truth of their Betters. In this Age there are 
d more Funeral Sermons, than Satyrs. 

Free. I can't ſay but in ſome Meaſure your Obſer- 
vation is juſt, few Men having the Senſe to bear ho- 
neſt Satyr as they ought, 
4 Viz. Sir, give me Leave to recommend this ſmall 
„ | Treatiſe to your Peruſal, *tis call'd, Beware of a 
Knave ; tis a true Deſcription of Mankind, written 
originally in Spaniſb, by an excellent Maſter, in the 
thriving Art of Chicane. [Gives him a Book. 

#®Free. What ſhou'd I do with it? Think'ſt thou I 
lam fo baſe to ſtudy ſuch vile Arts, or ſo indigent to 
practiſe em. 

4 Viz. I mean no Reflection on your Honour of For- 
tune; but in theſe couzening Times, 'tis more neceſſary 
to ſtudy other Men, than ourſelves ; and *tis proper to 
BE know falſe Dice, tho' a Man ſcorns to make uſe of them; 
Ay, Sir, there's many a Man, perhaps that you think 
honeſter than myſelf, wou'd, if Opportunity ſerv'd, logk 
in your Face, and pick your Pocket. Time and Expe- 

tence will confirm you in Truth of what I fay : [ Picks 
is Pocket.) The Age is quite alter'd, Intereſt is now 
he Standard of moſt Men's Actions, and every Thing 
accounted Virtuous that promotes it; a Man's Proſpe- 
rity is now the only Mark of his Wiſdom and RY 

| wil 


; 
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while ill Fortune and poor Cloaths, make a Man ſuſ- 
; 754 for a Fool, or a Rogue: Beſides, Sir, fofa 
an to aim at Preferment, with nothing but a good 
Reputation, wou'd be as fruitleſs, as to ſue for an 
Eſtate in Forma Pauperis : Merit, Sir, gives a Man no 
Title to Advancement ; Preferment, Sir, like a Com- 
mon- Whore, was ever courted with Preſents. 
Free. I wiſh it were otherwiſe, —however, the worſt 
of Times can't make an Impreſſion on true Virtue ; for 
that's a Rock, that ſtands immoveable.in the moſt yio- 
lent Storms of Fortune :—There's ſomewhat for you, 
and all I have about me Faith, at preſent : Be honeſt, 
and I ſhall be proud to ſerve you. [ Exit, 
Vix. A civil Fellow, Faith; I pickt his Pocket, and 
he generouſly rewarded my Ingenuity :—Be honeſt, ha, 
ha, ha, I thank you, Sir, I love no ſuch ſtarving Vir- 
tue : I ſhou'd be proud to ſerve you! No, I deſpiſe a 
Life dependent on others Courteſy : There are Fools 
enough in the World for witty Men to ſtrike their 
Fortunes out of, and he only deſerves to live, that has 
an Art, to extract Gold out of Lead. [Exit 


Scene changes. Enter Tom. 


Tem, The Devil take this Woman, I ſay, for thus 
transforming my Maſter ; For a Man of Senſe toffall in 
love with a Proſtitute; one that he knows is commo 
too, tis ſuch a Madneſs ! If he thought ſhe were vir- 
tuous it were ſome Excuſe for his Folly : Sure neve 
Man was ſo alter' d; he has not been in Bed all Night 
but lies where I left him eight Hours ſince ſtretch'd ou 
upon a Couch, but the Devil a wink that he ſleeps 
nor is he awake, but lies like a Man in a Trance, 
between both : If I go into him, he falls a Swearing 

if I go from him, he falls a Singing; for my Part, 
can't tell whether he is in Pain, or Pleaſure od · ſo 

he's mov'd at laſt, | 
Enter Bevil. 


Bev, Why are Proſtitutes held ſuch odious Things 
4 | Corinna 


r * 
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Corinnas beautiful as the moſt Chaſte : Can Cuſtom 


ſpoil what Nature made ſo good? If fo, the Beaſts, 


and Birds, are happier far than Man, in whom an in- 
born Heat is held no Sin: Cuſtom makes them not 
bluſh, nor Shame reſtrains, or curbs their generous 
Paſſions: How vaſtly then do they tranſcend poor 
wretched Man, whom National Cuſtom, the Tyran- 
nous Reſpect of ſlaviſh Orders, fetters ; calling that Sin 
in us, which in all elſe is higheſt Virtue. 

Tom. Tis a ſtrange Thing, that a Man ſhould be 


+ blind with his Eyes wide open — Sir, pray hear me a 


little, and don't let your Paſſion over-come your Rea- 
ſon; *tis want of Philoſophy makes Men fall in Love; 
but ſure nothing leſs than want of common Senſe could 
ſuffer a Man to grow paſhonately fond of a Whore, as 
you, Sir, know Corinna is; that ſhe has been kept by 
your intimate Friend, Mr, Freeman, and now left and 
deſpiſed by him. 

Bev. Impudent Scoundrel, dare you offer your Ad- 
Vice, |: 

Tem. Sir, | am your poor Servant, and you may 
call my Love what you pleaſe ; but I muſt be your 
Friend, and will be your Friend; I can't be dumb, 
and ſuffer you to run head-long into your own Ruin, 
(for nothing is more certain, if you indulge this dan» 
gerous Paſſion for ſuch a vile Woman) read your Hiſto- 
ries, ſtudy your Philoſophers, examine your Poets, you 


ſball ſee how full their Writings are of the wicked 


Examples of Lewd-Women : Conſult with Seneca, 
hearken to Ariſlotle, they will inform you of their 
Tricks, their Baſeneſs, their Wantonneſs, their Tears, 
their Treachery, their Ingratitude, their Impudence, 
their Inconſtancy, their Swearing, and Forſwearing, 
their Turnings, and Windings, and all their Deceits : 
Oh, Sir, Women are the moſt giddy uncertain Mo- 
tions under Heaven, and he is the happieſt, that has 
the leaſt to do with them. 2 

Bev. How cam'ſt ** by all this n. 


1 
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Tom. Sir, all is not white that differs from black; nor 
is all Gold that glitters ; I ſay have a care of this Wo- 


man, and indeed of all Women ; they do Things too 
hard for any Man to underſtand ; they'll give you Cauſe 
to love em To- day, and Reaſon to hate em To- mor- 
row ; they'll like this Minute, and hate you the next; 
they'll pleaſe you in private, and torment you in pub- 
lick : They'll draw you in ſecretly at their Windows, 
and rail at you openly in the Streets ; they are quick] 
won, and quickly loſt; ſoon pleas'd and as ſoon dif. 
pleas'd ; they'll invite you to em, and bid you begone; 
call you, and yet exclude you; they'll give you Roaſt- 
meat and beat you with the Spit. 

Bev. 1 know not, by what ſtrange Fate I am hur- 
ried, but I muſt enjoy her, fet whatever Inconvenien- 


cies attend it. | [ Exit, © 


Tom. What ſquint-ey'd Star is it, that has robb'd 


my Maſter of his Wits ? O Capid] how unſearchable are 


thy Mifteries? Now may my Curſe go with her; may 
ſhe live to grow blind with Deſire, fenſeleſs with Uſe, 
deſpis'd after, flatter'd before, hated always, © truſted 
never, abhorr'd ever—and laſtly, may ſhe live to wear 


a foul_Smock' ſeven Weeks together, Heaven I be- 


ſeech thee ! ; 
Scene changes. Enter Mother Griffin, and Corinna. 


M. Griff. Nay, good, ſweet, honey Daughter, do 
not indulge my Paſſion thus : You hear Freeman is to 


be married, true; he has abus'd you, right; he has caſt 
you off, ay he will leave you to the World, what then ? 

ho' Blue, and White, Black and Green leave you, 
may not Red and Yellow entertain you? Is there but 
one Colour in th Rainbow? 


Cor. Ceaſe your ſentencious Nonſenſe, let me go 


looſe as the Winds, when Mad, when raging Mad; 


*twas you that firſt ſeduc'd me; ſwore that he lov'd 
me, ſhou'd eternally, and when my Virtue had reſolv'd 
me good. you beſieg d it round with Tales of Freeman, 


repeated 


. ww ww” 
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repeated all his Charms ſo often o'er, my Heart began 
to yield, and Virtue fade like Flowers with too much 
Heat, which when you ſaw, told him my Strength, 
and how he beſt might conquer; and he, oh, lov'd 
Tyrant! found it true, and never ceas'd till he had 
vanquiſh'd all: Leave me thou Witch, that has brough 
my Soul and Body all to nothing. | 

M. Griff. How can you have the Conſcience to be- 
lye my Induſtry thus? To nothing! I'll be ſworn I 
have brought you to all the Things I could. I have 
made as much of you, as a Woman of any Conſcience 
cou'd do, Thelp'd you to no ill Chapmen, Miſtreſs ; | 


none of your ſwaggering Scrubs that ſin gratis, that 


compound with Glaſs-Windows for Venery, and bully 


a Woman into Compliance; or Lawyers Clerks, your 


pitiful Half-Crown Sinners ; but . worthy Citizens, 


ſuch as were able to pay well for their Paſtime. 


Cor. I'll be reveng'd, nothing but dire Revenge ſhall 


ſatiate my Rage ; methinks I am inſpir'd with manly 


Strength, a bloody Courage ſwells my riſing Heart, and 
I ſhall at ſome wond'rous Miſchief : And yet ſee him 


Bleed, he that nas ſworn ſo many tender Things, and 


breath'd 'em all in Kiſſes on my Boſom; but now all 
thoſe, and Thouſands new-invented, he pays another 


 Miſtreſs—I die, and cannot bear the Thought; Why 
did'ſt thou praiſe this Monſter ? | 


M. Griff. I did.praiſe him, I confeſs I did praiſe him; 
I faid he was a Fool, an Unthrift, a true Whore- ma- 
ſter, a conſtant Drab-keeper ; but what, the Wind is 
turn'd, the Fellow is grown wiſer on a ſudden; But 
what, will not his Friend Bevi/ go down with you; 


he is a wealthy Fellow, is almoſt out of his Wits for 


Love of thee; his Purſe will never be ſhut to thee ; then 
he's a fine Gentleman, and I'll be ſworn a ſtrong one, or 
I have loſt my Skill; he has a Leg like a Poſt, a Brow | 
liſte a Bull, and a Noſe of moſt fair ExpeQation ? 
Cor, I hate Bevil, for his Friends-ſake, and cou'd I 


-murder all that know him, my Revenge wou'd do it: 


B2 5 I can- 
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I cannot live without that perjur'd Freeman, nor ſhall 
he live long to boaſt his Infidelity : I'll have his Throat 
cut before I ſleep, if poſſible : Oh, I cou'd curſe the happy 
Celia, whoſe Charms have robb'd me of his Heart. | 
5 Enter Bevil. 
Bev. What clouded in Grief, my fair Corinna? In 0 
ſuch a Sorrow ſat the Queen of Love, when in the 1 
Woods ſhe mourn'd her young Adonis's Death, and 
from her Chryſtal——dropping Eyes, did pay a Lover's h 
Obſequy : Light of my Soul, my Heart's refined Part, 2 
why doſt thou weep, why like diſtilling Roſes waſte, 8 
diſſolving thus thy Beauties to a Dew? 


Cor. Oh, 'tis not in the Power of Eloquence to eaſe t 

my tortur'd Heart! talk not of Love, it is the moſt P 
hateful to me; I can no more give Credit to your de- v 
luding Sex, whoſe Pride is to deceive. * 


Bev. Condemn not all our Sex, for the Inconſtancy ti 
of one; Indeed I cannot play the Diſſembler, and court 
thy Beauties, like one, whoſe Love hangs on his looſe 
Tongue : | | in 
Cor. Juſt ſo he talk'd, and I, fond Fool, believ'd, 5 
and tir'd him out with Love: But you are all falſe, if 
inconſtant, faithleſs Tyrants, and Betrayers, even in 
that very Minute that you gain us. I} 
Bev. Come, come, you muſt Conſent 3 this Body 
ture was form'd for Love's ſweet Exerciſe :—Oh ] how 
ſhe fires my Soul ! | Embracing her. | 
AH. Griff. Ah, ab, ah,cunning Gipſy, how ſhe works B. 
him up by Degrees; well, if I had bred her from my . 
own Body, ſhe cou'd not have been more like me; ſhe 
has her Trade to a hair, I faith: — Now have thoſe Fa 
little Impudent black Eyes of her's, ſtar'd him out of | 
his Underſtanding : — Well, tis a ſtrange Thing, but 
'tis a true Thing, that Men of the beſt Underſtanding | ,, 
are the eaſieſt impos'd on by our Sex; and Beauty, | J. 
Wit, and good Humour, are no Force againſtIgnorance, Ob 
from which I draw this Paradox, that Fools are wiſe Men 
in the Affairs of Women. See, ſee, how prettily ſhe ma- 
"hes nge 
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nages him; her Eyes bid him come on, and her Hands 
keep him off; the beſt way in the World to ſhut up 
his Underſtanding, and open his Purfe. | 

Cor. This Man, whom I abhor, through all my Rage, 


I ſee has Paffion for me; raiſe it ye Powers, till it be- 


come fo high, to be employ'd a fatal Inſtrument in my 
Revenge [ Afide.] Nay, pray Sir, leave the neglected. 
Bev. Can ſuch a Beauty be neglected? Oh ! happy, 
happy Freeman, who uncontroll'd may range o'er ſuch 
a Field of Love, ſuck from thy balmy Lips Ambroſial 
Sweets, and ſtifle in the Fragrancy of Charms. 

M. Griff. Ay, there was a Rapture for you ; that's 
twenty Guineas more in our Way, if ſhe is Rhetorick- 
Proof, and don't conſent too ſoon ; but theſe ſame ſugar 
Words, a pize on 'em, have a ſtrange Effect upon 
Youth, and are too apt to open a Woman's Inclina- 
tion, if ſhe be not well governed in her Vocation. 

Cor. Oh, my poor forſaken Heart! : 

M. Griff. Ay, marry, that Sigh was artfully flung 
in; that moves Pity, and Pity is the Bellows of Love, 
which blows, and blows the Fire up by Degrees; ſee, 
if ſhe has not made it flame out of his Eyes already? 

Bev. Reaſon's Efforts are vain; I am my Paſſion's 
Slave, and cannot quit this ſcornful Woman: Alas, Co- 
rinna,why doſt thou waſte thoſe precious Drops in Me- 
mory of a falſe ungrateful Man? Sorrow will fade the 


roſy Tincture in thy Cheeks, and blaſt thy ſpringing - 


Beauties : He ſaw thee not who left thee ; ſuch Charms 
could not be ſeen, and lighted ; up-lift thy Eyes, and 
ſee in me, a Man that doats upon thee ; oh, I am all 
Faith, all Conſtancy ! 


M. Griff. So, now he ſhould begin to diſſolve a lit- 


tle ; there's an Art in all Trades; in ours, it is a greater 


Part to know when to come on, and when to ſtand oft: 
The Man's Paſſion is now at the Top; it is an old 
| Obſervation I have made, that when the Pot boils over, 


it cools itſelf : — But then the Fat's all in the Fire — 


Ay ! that is not as it ſhou'd be—ſhe ſhou'd encourage 
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him a little, or the hot Fite will be over, and he de- 
generate into cool Reaſon again. | 
Cor. Perſuade me not; oh, I can never love again. 
Bev. My Love grows high, and rages in me like a 
Storm ; believe my Vows, but you have been deceived 
that way already : Therefore thou dear,thou lovely in- 
jured fair One, credit my plain Sincerity, Iwill be grate- 


ful in what way you pleaſe, take me to your Embraces. 
Cor. And do you take me then for ſuch a Creature, 


that have no Senſe, but Appetite, the brutal Part of 
Love? I am not yet abandon'd to ſuch Wretchedneſs. 

Bev. Forgive me, who too haſtily run o're what 
ought to have been ſaid of my Paſſion, and come too 
rudely on the wiſh'd-for Part; 'tis the Effect of youth- 


Cor. Think on the Sin. 


Bev. Tis none, but a vile Impoſition on the Law of 
Nature, contriv'd by cunning, avaricious Fathers, to 


ful Ignorance, of hot Deſire, and cager to be happy. 


Rop the rapid Tide of generous Love, and tye it down 


to ſordid Intereſt : What did the Creation mean a Wo- 
man for, but Pleaſure ? And Pleaſure is the End of all 
we either do, or wiſh : Deſire is a Law, ſet down by 
Nature's Counſel, and not to be diſputed, 

M. Griff. A marry, there's Logick l there's an Ar- 


gument to encourage Trading in our Way : Marry, 


if I had not left my Pencil, and my Book, at the Meet- 
ing laſt Sabbath- Day, I would have taken it down in 
mhort- hand. = | Ly 

Cer. Think how you'll ſuffer in your Reputation, 

Bev. No Matter what Fools of Form ſhall ſay, no- 
thing is bad, or good, but my Opinion, and that was 
ever blind, or partial: I love to pleaſe myſelf, and not 
the World, I chooſe not with others Reaſon, but my 


own Eyes ; they point out you, as „ e good: 
Dull G 


uſtom 1 deſpiſe, I'll follow Nature's Laws; 


Beauty was made for Uſe, it gives Deſire, Deſire is na- 
tural, and what is natural cannot be a Sin, 
M. Grit. An excellent Doctor of Fornication I vow, 
« and argues very learnedly for its Practice. Cor. 
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Or: Well, I __ conſent——ſhall 1? 


M. Griff. Ay | that's prettily acted, to the Life, the 
Girl has nickt her Cue. 

Cor. Shall I, or can I truſt again? Oh, Fool, how 
natural tis for Women to believe? But will you not 
be falſe, ſhall not Poſſeſſion pall? 


Bev. Poſſeſſion pall ! Oh, no, my Love ſhall ſtill in- 
+ creaſe, ſhall grow upon Enjoyment ; upon thy Lips I 


ſwear, by this, and this, all the thrilling Joys to come, 
no Time ſhall languiſh my Affection, or Fruition ſatiate. 
M. Griff. So. ſo, the Articles are ſign'd, I leave em 
to exchange the Preliminaries by themſelves. [Exit. 
Cor. Can you believe this Heart, that has been us'd 
ſo ill already, can truſt on feeble Vows? Will you be 


bravely kind? And as a Proof of your avow'd Aﬀec- 


tion, reſolve to do a» Deed, would ſhake a Soul that is 


not fixt in Love? 
Bev, If within my Power, ſuppoſe it done. 
Cor. Yes, —— but tis no Matter —— oh, Bevil, 


how have you ſtol'n into my Heart indeed 1 do 


not love Freeman. 

Bev. Then I am happy. 

Cor. Nay, I do hate him. 

Bev. You make me bleſt. 

Cor, | wiſh he were not your Friend, for 1 hate 
him, by this Kiſs I do. 

Bev. I love to feel ſuch Oaths, ſwear again. 

Cor. Oh Bewil, I have made a Vow. 

Bev. What Vow, my Charmer ? 

Cor. I dare not tell, — endeavour to forget me, 
as I muſt to forget Mankind. 


Bev. Stay, —— rack me not thus with thy unkind 
Delay. 


Cor As long a as Freeman lives, I muſt not, cannot, 
dare not Love. 


| Bev. Then he muſt die, —— 
Cor. Wou'd I were any Thing, fo he were a” 
ws Will you be mine when he is dead ] 4 
wo. 
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Cor, Will I! yes, by my Hope of dear Revenge I 


will, and only yours, inviolably yours. , 


Bev. Why then he dies, tis as irrevocable as 
Breath. wer) 34, 

Cor. Now I am ſure you love me, —— 

Bev. Beyond Expreſſion. Words are too poor to 
paint the "Tranſport of my Heart: Oh! let me claſp 


thee in my deſiring Arms, and dedicate this happy 


Moment unto Love. —— 

Cor. Bevil forbear, I'll not infringe my Vow ; while 
Freeman lives, you ſhall not take Poſſeſſion of my Love, 
and of his Death this Token ] require: He has a Ring, 
dear to him as his own Breath, a Pledge of Love from 


his fair Celia; ] have often try'd with cunning Art to 


t it from him; but even in the ſofeſt Hoursof Love, 
when I thought his Heart was mine by his proteſting 


Tongue, he ſtil] refus*'d me, ſwearing his Life and that 


muſt part together; — now bring me this Ring, and 
then you ſhall not aſk aught of me I'll deny: 
Bev. What kill a Man ! my Friend too | — let me 
not think on it—Reaſon avaunt ! Love commands my 
Heart — Madam farewel, I'll give a fatal Proof how 
well I love. | [LExit. 
Cor. Miſchief ſucceed, my Heart ſweells high for 


my Revenge, — the Friend will kill his Friend. He 


that ſurvives I'll hang—then the Ring, — that gives my 
Malice the larger Scope, even to the vexing of fair Ce- 


| lia's Heart; — the Hate which from neglected Love 
| proceeds, out-does the moſt inveterate Malice, 


In me the Morid ſhall know the worſt of Evils ; | 
Waman for ſaken, is the worſt of Devils. [Exitt. 


Enter Mr. T hinkwell, and F reeman. 


= 


Think, Sir, T am very well fatisfy'd ; you need not 


make any Apology : If my Daughter likes you as well 
for a Huſband, as I like you for a Son-in-Law, you 
ſhall be as happy as you pleaſe to think — 
| ree: 


2 re 


it : 


11 — — 1 
= 


Free, I am only ſorry (not for my own but Celia's 
Sake) that my Fortune is not equal to my Love. 

Think. Look ye, Sir, if my Daughter likes your 
Perſon, the Smallneſs of your Fortune ſhan't forbid 
the Bands; a good Huſband is a Fortune, I fay : Un- 
derſtanding is better than Land, and I had rather marry 


my Daughter to a Man that wants Money, than Mo-- 


ney that wants a Man, 
Free. Sir, this is a Bleſſing, — 

Think, That's as it proves—look ye young Fellow, 
no ſet Speeches ; tis a ſtrange Thing that a Man can't 
aſk a Father's Conſent to marry his Daughter, but he 
muſt put on a dull, ſerious Face, and make his Way 
with a melancholy Apology : Why can't Fathers and 
Sons be good Companions ? Once more, young Man, 
I give you my Conſent ; my Daughter is young ; and 


in the Feminine Sex, deſire to Marriage rides Poſt ; ſhe's 


a good humour'd Girl, and does not want Underſtand. 
ing: She has ſome Inclination for you, I believe, by 
what I have heard and ſeen; ſo if you can make one 


another happy in your Loves; ll make you both happy 
in a good Fortune. | 


Free. If I can make my Way to Celia's Heart, 1 


ſhall be the happieſt of Mankind. | 
Think. If a good Word of mine will do thee a Ser- 


vice, thou ſhalt not want it; for I like thee, and think 
thee a proper Match for my Daughter ; I am entirely 
for having an Agreement of Years, and Hearts in Mar- 
riage; I am not ſo old, to forget I was once young, 


which makes me cautious how I impoſe on my Child's 


Love; I wou'd not have her Heart and her Hand di- 
vided ; tho' Love is very little conſulted in the Marri- 


ages now a-days: Cupid's Arrows are headed with 


Gold; if the Eſtates agree, no matter for the Affecti- 
ons, the Church has little to do in the Ceremony, the 
more's the Shame ; for the Lawyers are the Prieſts, and 
Bonds and Indentures the Bands of Matrimony, which 
cauſes ſo many Huſbands and Wives to go different 
e Je Ways; 
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Ways : But, young Man, here has been Tears ſhed 
upon your Account, but that's under the Roſe ; here 
was a naughty Woman of your Acquaintance yeſter- 
day with my Daughter, I wiſh you have done honour- 
ably with that Creature. 
Free. Sir, that Woman is the vileſt of her Sex, I 
- confeſs I have had an Affair with her, and now I have 
broke it off, ſhe purſues me with an implacable Hatred. 
Dink. Well, well, we have all had eur Follies, eve- 
ry one muſt have his Time of Probation, and T like 
-a Man who knows the World. Experience is the beſt 
School-maſter; 3 you'll know the Value of a virtuous 
Woman the better, by being acquainted with a vicious 
one, for good and bad, are only known byCompariſon, 
but 1 am inform'd your Friend Bevuil is d IuGoa- 
ately fond of her. 
Free. Even to Madneſs ; I never knew 4 Man «f 
Senſe ſo befotted, 

' Think, | Bevid has not ated like a Man of Honour in 
His Behaviour to my Niece ; his Love to-that Creature 
has robb'd him of his good Mannerg,as well as his Senſe, 
or he might have made ſome tolerable Excuſe for his 
Neglect of the Girl; tho' ſhe carries it off with good 


Humour, and I hope Time and Reflection on hisInjuſtice | 


will deface the Impreſſion he has made on her Heart. 
Free. Sir, I am certain Bevil is a "Man of Honour, 
| tho' he is bewitch'd to this pernicious Woman at pre- 


ſent, and will, I am ſure, approve himſelf to your and 
fair Miranda's Satisfaction. 


- Think, Your Pardon, Sir, do not think f ; I know 
how to reſent anInjury : But here comes my Daughter. | 


Enter Celia, 


So Celia, A good Morning to you Child : Here's an 
Acquaintance of yours has been aſking me to accept o 


with 


#; 
ad 


him for a Son-in-Law ; I won't put you to the Bluſh, C. 
by aſking you if you can like him; tho' that's a kindjnd | 


ot a tell-tale Look, my Dear, and | have not forgot the 
©, Language 


th 
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1 |} Language of the Eyes, I can tell how your Heart 
beats. 
T Cel. Lord, Father, this is ſo ſurprizing. —— | 
s Think, P'ſha, P'ſha, what you have not dreamt of 
a Huſband to Night, I warrant you, Well, well, 
I | Celia, without more ado, if you have any Love to diſ- 
/& || poſe on, here's your Chapman, and if you can give 
d. him your Heart, T1! give him my Conſent, and a Co- 
e- | ral for your firſt Boy: — Well, I'll leave you, for I find. 
ke I do but ſpoil Sport: — Up to her young Fellow, and 
| attack her briſkly, cut a Caper into her Heart, - Odd, 
us {| methinks I long to ſee you in Bed together, — Well, 
zus I'll leave open the Door of Opportunity, and Cupid 


In, | ſpeed you. [Erxit. 
n- Free. Now Celia, this is Happineſs beyond our Ex- 
pectations. 
of Cel. Now, I am ſorry my Father has given his 
- I] Conſent. 


in Free. How, Celia ! Are you ſorry he has given his 
ure | Conſent? 
nſe, | Cel. Yes; for methinks I don't like you half ſo 
| his {well now; there's aPleaſure in overcoming of Difficul- 
zood ties, and I ſhould ſtrangely like to be run away with. 
tice Free. This is all Romance; when ſhall be the happy 
rt. Day, my Charmer? 
our, | Cel. Ay, now 'tis my Charmer: I wiſh Matrimeny 
pre- don't make me — Tormentor. Marriage is a bold 
r and [Venture ; for Huſbands are like Lots in a Lottery, 
orty Blanks to a Prize. 
—_ Enter a Servant, 
4 Serv. Sir, Mr. Bevil is below, and deſires to ſpeak: 
vith you immediately, about important Buſineſs, | 
e's an] Free, Deſire him to walk up — With your Leave, 
ept ofM adam. —— | I.'Erxit. Seru. 
Bluſh,] Cel. By all 9 leave you for the preſent, 
a kindjnd go comfort my Cottfin, with the welcome News 
ot theyf the Prodigal's Return,—— { Exit. 
guage * ; Enter 
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LF Enter Bevil. 


| Free; So, my Friend, what News from Babylon ? 
How does the Woman of Sin ? | 


- Bev. O Freeman /. Sure Nature never before pro- 


duced fo damn'd a Devil. 
Free. Which way does the Wind fit now? 


Bev. I have eſcap'd falling into the worſt of Miſ- 


chiefs ; I have been tempted to thy Death, and in my 


Heat of Paſſion, inflam'd with wild Deſire, and robb'd 
of Reaſon, by her bewitching Charms, I vow'd to kill 


thee. 

Free. What is the rampant Strumpet grown mad 
for the Loſs of her Man? Now, do you conſider Be- 
vil, what you might have done, urg'd by your Love, 
and inveterate Malice ? Then think betimes, and let 
this drive her from your Heart? How can'ſt thou ne- 
gle& the proffcr'd Love of fair Miranda, and court 
the lewd Embraces of fo vile a Creature? 


Bev. I muſt pity poor Miranda; but oh my Friend ! 


That Creature, vile as ſhe is, has got into my Heart, 
and Reaſon cannot drive her thence — You have a 
Ring. — | 

Free. Which ſhe wou'd have ? 
Bev. Ay, and thy Heart too; and as a Proof that I 

had kill'd you, ſhe commanded me to bring that Ring, 

which ſhe was well aſſur'd you wou'd part with Life 
firſt, for which Deed, and only which, I ſhall poſſeſs 
her Love. 

Free. And then you vow'd to kill your Friend? 

Bev. My Paſſion, not I; for when my Reaſon in- 
terpos'd, I could not bear to look upon myſelf: 1 am 
almoſt mad, to think I doat upon a Body, whoſe Soul, 
I know to be ſo hideous black ; Ob, that I cou'd ma- 
ſer my impatient Appetite |! 11 
Free. You may, you can, your Virtue having Space 
to think, and fortify her weaken'd Powers with Rea- 
ſon, and divine Diſcourſe, will ſtifle this low and ſen- 
ſual Fire. ? 


Bev. 
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Bev. Oh, no, my Friend, in Blood there's no Re- 
ligion; nor Reaſon, i in Deſire: I fear I ſhall be urg'd 
to act ſome Deed, whoſe very Name is hideous ; I dare 
not truſt myſelf, 
Free. No? 
Bev. It is my Fate; I muſt enjoy her. 
Free. You ſhall ; here take this Ring, ſhow it to 


— — 


that fair Devil; it will confirm her that I am kill'd; 
which Report, with my artificial Abſence, will make 


good, 
Bev. But if it be given out that you are lain, and 


that, by me, I ſhall be ſeiz'd. Where ſhall | find you? 


Free. At our Friend's the Goldſmith's ; I dare truſt 
him with the Deſign. - 


Bev, Farewel, my Friend ; every Man has his Fol- 


lies, [Exit, 
Free. Now Repentance, the Fool's Whip o'ertake thee; 


Il be thy Friend, but not thy Vices; no Goldſmith 


ſhall fee me: I'll hide where none ſhall think; ll make 
thee know, and feel thy Errors in the ſevereſt Senſe, and 
into the *. and vileſt of Dangers thou ſhalt fall. 

| [ Exit, 


The End of the firf Ad. 


eee 
A0 n. 


Scene cbanges to the Street. 


Enter Vizard. 


Vix. Pox of all Dice! I wiſh I cou'd forſwear 
touching a Box again while I live, for what 
I get by other Mens Folly, | loſe by my own: Let me 
lee the Silver Tankard, which I ſtole from Mixum he 
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Vintner, as great a Rogue as I myſelf, I fold for five 


and twenty Pounds, which I loſt at Hazard in two 
Hours, and now I don't know where to eat; Neceſſi 

is the Mother of Invention ; I have cheated all myAc- 
quaintance over and over again, and am as poor now, 
as when I was honeſt ; I have but one poor ſolitary 
Shilling left. —Oh, here comes a Barber's Boy, his 
Baſon, and Razors, will purchaſe a Dinner. 


Enter Solomon. 
How now, my Lad! Where art thou going ? 


Fol. To ſhave Mr. Mixum, Sir. 
Viz. Oh, that's well, I was juſt going to your 


Maſter's. 


Sal. To my Fathei's, you mean, I believe, Sir? 
Viz. Ay, right, thy Father's, you are a pretty Boy, 


t 
I have heard Mr. Mixum, my Friend, commend thee 
much. " , 


Sol. He is my Godfather, Sir. | 
Viz, Is he, is he? Well, and what is thy Name? 
Sol. My Name is Solomon Smack. FN 


' Viz. A wiſe Boy, I aflure you; well, Solomon, I 


was juſt going to your Father's to borrow an Apron, 
a Baſon, and Razors to ſhave Mr. Mixum, out of a 
Frolick ; ſo now I have met thee, Ill take thine. 


[ Offers to take em.] 


Sol. O dear, Sir, What do you mean? 

Viz. No Harm, my Lad, only a Frolick ; I'll get 
thee, in the mean Time, to ſtep to the Sign of the 
Crown, at the End of the Street, and tell the Gentleman 
who waits there for me, I deſire him to come to me at 
Mr. Mixum's Houſe ; my Name is Trueman, and here 


=» is Six-pence for thy Pains ; I'll leave thy Baſon, and 
| _ Things for thee, at thy Godfather's. ; 


Sol. Thank you, kindly, Sir; I'll make Haſte. ¶ Exit 


Via. So, this happens luckily ; by this I get Admi- 


lime 


tance to Mixum's Chamber, and if I can fix my Bird- 
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lime Fingers upon any Thing that is moveable, I'm 
ſure my Conſcience won't fly in my Face; I take more, 
Pleaſure in cheating that Rogue, than any Body I 
know; and if I don't ſhave him now, I ſhall ſay my 
Wit and my Razors are both very blunt. [Exits 


Scene changes, Enter Mixum and his Wife, 
Wife. It is right, I aſſure you, juſt two and forty 


Pounds. [ Lays the Money on the Table. 


Mix. Well, I'll fend Home the Punch- bowl; 
muſt go taſte ſome Wines that are juſt landed, but I 
ſhall be at Home at Supper. 

Wife. Truly, Huſband, I do begin to diſlike this Vo- 
cation of outs; we do cheat moſt abominably, and truly 
I ſpeak it with Grief, to the pricking of my Conſcience, 

Mix. Prithee, peace Woman, what have we to do 


with Conſcience? Don't we keep a Tavern? Itis 
Time enough to talk of that, when we have got an 


Eſtate: Go, go mind your Buiineſs, mend the Mat- 
ter, and ſcore falſe with a Vengeance: How, now ! 


Who are you) [Enter Vizard, like a Barber. 


Viz. Tama Journeyman to Mr. Smack your Barber, 
and am come to ſhave you. 


Mix. Pray what's your Name ? 
Viz. Timothy Truth. | 
Mix. A very good Name; but where is my God- 
ſon? He us'd to ſhave me. | 
Viz. He's gone to ſhave Mr. Grub, the LeQurer, 
but my Maſter fear'd you might be in haſte, and there- 
fore ſent me to ſhave you: — Will you be pleas'd to 
fit down? —— [He fits, Vizard puts the Shaving- 
Cloth round his Neck.) 
Aix. And how long have you been a Barber? 
Viz. About a Year, Sir. | 
Mix, Then you did not ſerve your Time to it? 
Viz. No, Sir, but 1 am willing to do any Thing for 
an honeſt Livelihood; A wagging Hand, you know 
Sir, gets a Penny, [ Making a Lather. 
C 2 Mir 
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Mix. A good ingenious Fellow. 
Viz. Yes, Sir, I have nothing elſe to truſt to. 
Mix. What were you bred to ? 
Viz.- Tho Sea, Sir, I was an Apprentice to a Cap- 
tain of a Merchant-man, | 
Mix. How came you to leave the Sea ? 
Jix, Ill Luck, Sir? 
Mix. What was it ? | 
Viz. What the Devil muſt I ſay now ?——{ 4/ide. 
Why, Sir, in my firſt Voyage, we met with three Al- 


_ gerine Pirates, which we made all the Sail from we 
could, but being deep laden, found it impoſſible ; and 
4, having heard the Miſeries thoſe Men go through, 
that are made their Slaves, choſe rather to run the 


Hazard of being drowned, than made their Priſoner, 
and ſo prevailed upon the Cooper of our Ship, to bar- 


rel me up in an Oatmeal- Caſk, with fix Biſcakes, clap 
a ſtrong Cork into the Bung-hole, and fling me over 


Board, which he immediately did ;—there was I toft 


upon the Seas, for eight Days together, till I was al- 


moſt ſtarv'd; for I had nothing but theſe Biſcakes to 
live on :—At laſt, as Fortune wou'd have it, a Dutch 
Man of War, failing along, and 'ſpying a Barrel, 
floating on the Sea, they mann'd out their Long- boat, 
and brought me aboard.—I was fo faint, for want of 
Air, and Victuals, that I was not able to ſpeak ; but 
I heard 'em diſputing what it was that ſhou'd be in the 
Barrel; one ſaid it was Beef, another ſaid it was But- 
ter; and a third ſaid it was Oatmeal ; at laſt, the 
Cooper was called to beat out the Bung, which he 
did, and let out ſuch a Fume, that they all concluded 
it ſtunk like the Devil: At laſt, one of the Sailors 


1 paring in his Hand to feel what it was, I whipt his 


ore-finger and Thumb in my Mouth, and bit em 
clever off: (for you muſt know I was curſed hungry) 
with that, the F ellow roar'd out, it was the Devil, 
the Cooper clap'd the Bung into the Barre), and 


toſs'd me over-board again,—— 
mind Y 4 ** Aix. 
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Mix. Ods- bud, that was ill Luck indeed How 
didſt thou *ſcape at laſt ? | 0 
Vi. By meer Providence; I ſail'd about the Sea, 
in this Barrel, for twelve Days more, and had no- 
thing to live on but the Man's Fore- finger and 
Thumb. — Hold up your Head, Sir. | 
Mix. Twelve Days, O Pox, that cou'd not be, Tim. 
Viz. Tis true, as I'm an honeſt Man ;—at laſt, I 
found I was flung aſhore by the Tide; and thinking 
to myſelf I might as well be drown'd, as ſtarv'd (by 
this Time, you muſt know, I had not ſo much as a 
Nail of the Man's Finger and Thumb left) I ſtruck 
out the Bung, and putting my Head out for a little 
freſh Air, found I was caſt aſhore in Greenland: Im- 
mediately, Sir, I *(py'd a white Fox, come galloping 


down to the Sea-ſide, with that, I whip'd my Head 


into the Barrel again, knowing it to be a Beaſt of Prey. 

Mix, A white Fox | How big was this white Fox ? 

Viz. Somewhat bigger than a large Flanders Mare, 
Sir, and down he came to the Barrel; ſo ſmelling 
where about I was, he roar'd like a Lyon; but as 
Providence wou'd have it, that very Moment, a Fly 
ftung him by the Buttocks, and he turn'd round to 
rub himſelf againſt the Barrel; his Tail lying over 
the Bung hole, I clap'd faſt hold on't with both my 
Hands; the Fox, frightned at that, fell a galloping, 
as if the Devil was at his Tail, and drew the Barrel, 
with me in it, over Hedge and Ditch, for three and 
twenty Miles together; but at laſt, jumping into a 
wood, and running full ſpeed between two Trees, 
that ſtood very cloſe together, ſtav'd the Barrel all to 
Pieces ; away ran the Fox, and out came I. 

Mix. O, Tim, this muſt be a Gun, Tim, 

Viz. Every word true, or | wiſh I may never ſhave / 
again: So, Sir, I travell'd to the Port, where I met 


with an Engliſb Veſlel, and ſhipp'd myſelf a Paſſenger, 


and came home in her: — Shut your Eyes, or my Ball 
will make em ſmart. 


C 3 . Mix, 
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\ Mix. Ay, ay, —] find you have been a great Tra- 

veller; was you ever in the Popiſh Countries ? 

 - , Fiz. In moſt Parts of Ztah, Sir, and I am acquaint- 
ed with all the Monaſteries.— I was once treated ve 

handſomely by an old Monk, with a delicate Haſty- 
pudding, made of the Milk of Saint Luke's Cow, and 

_ thicken'd with a Pound of the Chaes. 

Mix. O, Pox, Tim, you talk like a Traveller, 

wi 1 11 | | | 
iz. Why, I hope you don't think I lye, Sir, 
Pray ſhut your Eyes, Sir Oh Sir, 2 15 Abun- 
dance of venerable Antiquities in all their Churches: 
Why, Sir, I, myſelf, ſaw the very Shoes in which 
Saint Ignatius walk'd bare-foot to Ver Nay, 
Sir, I ſaw the Horſe-ſhoe, of the Horſe, that begat 
the Mare, that foal'd the Foal, that was the Horſe, 
| that brought the Man, that knew the Man, that ſaw 
_ Lady of Loretto's Chappel, fly from Judæa into 
taly. | IK | | 
Mir. Truly, Tim, this is a Horſe-ſhoe of Quality: 
A pleaſant Fellow, Faith. 

Viz. O, Sir, it is renowned for doing Miracles; 
tis the very firſt Horſe-ſhoe that ever kept Witches 
out of a Houſe: — Take Time by the Fore-lock, ſays 
the Wiſeman,—I muſt leave the Vintner in the Suds. 

F | [ Aſide. 
[Takes the Bag off the Table, and runs off. 
Aix. O, Pox, this muſt be a damn'd Lye, Tim ;-- 
come make haſte tho', ha, ha, ha, I can't help Laugh- 
ing, to think what a Bead-roll of lyes thou haſt told 
off-hand, with thy white Fox, thy Haſty-pudding, 
made of the Chaos, and thy wonderful Horſe-ſhoe ; 
thou doſt not take me to be ſuch an Aſs to believe all 
tis, ſure?—Why don't you ſhave me ?—Why, Ti- 
mothy, I ſhall be blind with winking, Tim.—why, 
 Tim.—O, Lord, my Heart miſgives me ?—why Wife, 
—Wife,—O, the Devil, my Money's gone - Why, 
= Wife, - Wiſe.— F 
| Enter 
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> Enter his Wife. 
Wife, What's the Matter with you, Huſband, you 


make ſuch a Noiſe? 


Mix. Where's the Barber? 
Wife. Why, he is gone,——are you not trimm'd, 
then? — 
Mix. Trimm'd ! Yes, I am trimm'd, with a Ven- 
geance :—Did you take the Money off this Table? 
* Not I, as I'm an honeſt Woman. — 
ix. O Lord, I have wink'd to ſome Purpoſe now 


Enter Solomon, 


Sol. Pray, Godfather, give me your Bleſſing. 


Mir. My Blefling ! The Devil choak you, where's 
your Father's Man? 


Sol. My Father has no Man, Sir. 


Mix. My Money, my two and forty Pounds are 


gone | Who was't trimm'd me, you Dog ? 
Sol. I don't know, indeed, Sir; a Gentleman met 


me, as I was coming to you, and borrow d my Baſon, 
and Raſors, as he ſaid, for a Frolick. 


Mir. A Pox of his Frolick; this muſt be that 
Rogue, Vizard ; who the Devil could have ſuſpected 


him in a Barber s Skin? *Sbud, if I catch him, IH | 


ſtran gs him with my own Hands, 
ife. Nay, good honeſt-hearted Robin, have Pa- 
tience. 

Mix. Patience with a Pox to you! Yes, that was 
the Doctrine you preach'd, when I caught Alderman 
Standfaſt, and your Ladyſhip, upon the red Squab 
Couch in the Maidenhead ; Patience with a Devil | 

Wife. Good Huſband take Comfort, I'll play the 
Devil, but Pil recover it; then have a good Conſci- 
ence Robin ; tis but Scoring double for a Week, and 
that will fetch it up again. 


Mix. O Wife, Wite, I thought I ſhou'd have ſuch 


Luck to Day, becauſe I got out of Bed backwards this 
Morning 
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Morning; well, I'll laugh, make merry, caſt up my 
Accompts, and then go hang 1 * : I have been 


ſhav'd, finely trim'd indeed ! the Devil run away with 
the white Fox, and the Barber together. [ Exeunt 


Enter Mother Griffin, Corinna, and Vizard. 


Cor. Oh, Impudence f am I then fall'n fo low, to be 
follicited by thee? ' | | 

Viz. By me! Why not, Corinna, by me? Here's 
that which makes me equal with the Beſt : Honour, 
and Dignity, are deriv'd from this alone, [fakes a 
Purſe, ] tis the World's Baſis, and I am ſure the moſt 
prevailing Argument with your Sex.“ 

M. Griff. Ay, by my Conſcience is it, and the wiſer 
we: Why, what ſignifies a Title; 'tis but an empty 
found at beſt, and ſound is but Air, and a Woman cannot 
live upon Air; and for Honour, why, *tis only the 
Workmanſhip of Opinion. Marry ! there's no thriving 
in this World, if you prefer any Thing before Money. 
_ Viz. Right, Mother Grin; you ſpeak like an 
Oracle; tis the grand Mover of all Things. 

M. Griff. Ay by my Troth is it, and the Quinteſ- 
cence of Virtge too: There is no Diſgrace like Poverty; 
for if you obſerve, none hut poor Harlots are call'd 
Whores; get but Money, and you are above Scandal 
you may go to Church without Bluſhing, nay, upon 
my Honeſty, you are Company for the Parſon of the 

Pariſh : And I remember a witty Couplet, written 
by an old Bard to the ſame Purpoſe. 


 ©h London] What Shame that Town reproaches I. 


Poor Whores are whipt—and rich ones ride in Coaches. 


Viz. Right, the firſt beat Hemp in our Bridewels,. 

. and the latter drink Tea with the Juſtices, 2 
Cor. Ceaſe your helliſh Doctrine. 

Vix. Come Carinna, whatever you may think of me, 

J was once a Gentleman, tho”T am fall'n ſo low; tho” 

poor, depriv'd of all, I have a Heart, and Will, m 
668 nat | 9 
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ſtill remains, and fain would venture on, when Beauty 
calls; and this ſmall Stock, which my own Induſtry 


has got, I muſt employ it yet to that dear Uſe.— 


M. Griff. Take it Corinna, I have an Apothecary's 
Bill to pay, [ 
Cor, Hell take you and that together, ; 
M. Griff. O bleſs me ! was ever ſuch an unchari- 
table Creature ? Go, you may be aſham'd to uſe a Wo- 
man of my Years, at this rate, if you had any Grace : 
Have you forgot how kind I have been to you, Hully ? 
Did I not take you from the Waggon, a poor, ignorant, 
awkard Country Girl, with nothing but an old Stuff 
Gown to thy Back, and inſtead of making a Servant, 
d d I not put thee in a goodly Condition, give the fine 
Cloaths, trick'd thee up, and brought thee into the beſt 
Company? Well, well, the Sin of Ingratitude is great; 
where do you think to go when you die, for uſing me 
at this rate? [ Crying.] Have I not helped you to rich 
ews, French Marquiſſes, German Counts, Engliſh 
ords, Scotch. Earls, Dutch Merchants, innumerable? 
Come, come, if you had any Grace, you might have 
made ſomething of all theſe; and am I thus rewarded 
for my Pains: Well, Mary Griffin, go thy ways, Mary 
Griffin, thy kind Heart will bring thee to the Hoſpital. 
- Viz, Take this little Tribute of my conquered 
Heart, I may in Time increaſe it. . 
Cor. Baſe, ſervile Villain, who liveſt by Noiſe, and 
Riot; canſt thou believe, that after Freeman's Love, 
I could receive a Raſcal to my Arms ? ah E 
Viz. If I were there, you'd find but little Difference, 
and poſſibly. the next you entertain, may fail to pay 
the Price 1 offer ye. This Raſcal, and that beauteous 


haughty Thing, bating the Sex, differ but very little. 


I live by Broils, by Rapine, and by Spoils; in Fears, 
Vexations, . Dangers ; ſo do you; I eat, when I can 
get a Fool to treat me, and you can do no more; a 
Pox of your Pride, methinks we two might under- 
ſtand each other; you have no Gallant to take your 
. | | Quarrel 
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Quarrel up; you reign'd when Time was, I'1l do ſo 
now; for you have known my Love, ſhall find my 
Power, tho' yet I ne'er durſt tell you ſo. | 
Cor. Nor ſhall not yet, for tho' that Lover's gone, 
who, but to look on, would have made thee tremble; 

I have _ ſtill that may command another Man, 
whoſe very Glance ſhall make thee bow ; and has it 
loſt its Awe ? 

Viz. It has, and I am reſolv'd upon a Couqueſt. 

Cor. Death ! Sirrah, ſtand off; and view my fatal 
Hand, it carries Death to the bold Raviſher, that dares 
approach irteverently a Whore f what tho? to her that 
bears it, *tis a Shame, to all the World beſide, it bears 
a mighty Sound ; petition'd, ſued to, worſhip'd, pre- 


ſented, flattered, ſacrific'd to, Monarch of Monarchs, 


Tyrant of the World; what does that charming Word 
not ſignify ? And dar't thou raiſe thy 


high, to gaze on ſuch a Conſtellation [Exit 
Fiz. I'll not leave you fo. Wn 
ſelution conquers Love, for like a Shade, | 
follows, fled ; purſu'd, flies as afraid. [Exit: 


M. Griff. Go thy ways for a cunning Knave, my 
Life for thy Succeſs ; he has that will de bauch half our 
Sex, Money and Impudence, two irrefiftable Temp- 


tations:— What would you have, Sir? wou'd you 
| Enter Freeman in Diſguiſe. © 


— 


have ought with me ?——A proper, handſome Fellow, 


but ill dreft. 
Free. Madam, I am a Gentleman 


obey, could you direct where. 


M. Griff. This Fellow wou'd ſerve my Turn moſt 
mmetry ; he is well built, 
ood is not ſo cold, nor am 
I yet ſo old, to be paſt Pleaſure : —---Adod, I am a 
briſk old Woman, Ha, ha, ha, | Dances.] Oh, a Stitch, 


admirably : I like his 
and by my Troth, my 


a Stitch l—Oh, my Fabrick grows very weak, 2 


= 


IT 


hated Eyes ſo 


grown poor, de- 
cay'd by Fortune, and wou'd gladly ſerve you ; I can 
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the leaſt Motion, looſens the Joints.— Well, we muſt 
all decay: Life is but a Span, and Death is a Debt 
we muſt all pay, ſooner or later. Mercy on us.— 
Well! I vow le is a portly Fellow and if I were not 
old -a pize of that Word Age — but the oldeſt Cooks 
can lick their Fingers. | | 

Corin. within] Help, help, undone, Oh, help ! 
Free. Ha! what Noiſe is that? [ Draws, and runs in. 
M. Griff. Sure the Rogue is raviſhing her. 


Enter Freeman, dragging in Vizard, Corinna following. 


Cor. Hold, do not kill the Villain : *Tis enough you 
have ſaved me from his Miſchief, pray let him go. 
Free. Tis pity, but I will obey : Begone, baſe Scoun- 
drel—{ Kicks him off. ] *Sdeath, what a wretched Thing 
is a Whore, that every Raſcal dares approach with 
Love? | 3 
Cor. But who, are you, pray, Sir, to whom I am ſo 
much obliged? | 
Free. One, that would gladly ſerve in any Quality. 
. Cor. Thou haſt a brave Soul, I'm ſure; I will ers 
deavour to prefer you; in the mean Time, make this 
your Houſe. | [ Knocking without, 
M. Griff. Shall any have Admittance ? [ Exit. 
Cor. Only theperjur'd Freeman's Friend: You may 
retire, and wait my farther Pleaſure, | ; 
Free. I'll overhear you too.— [ Retires, 


, Enter M. Griffin, and Bevil. 


Bev. Now, my dear Miſtreſs, Soul of my Deſires, I 
i | come with all the Spoils of conquering Love, to lay 
'em at thy Feet; the Bar to all my Happineſs is dead, 
and here's the Witneſs of my Victory, _T 
Cor. Freeman dead! Oh, thou inhumane Friend, 
who borrowed that Title only to betray him? O 
Juſtice, can you let this bloody Villain live? Support 
me, or I fall to the Earth with this ſad killing 83 
ev. 


on 


w 
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Bev. What do you mean, Madam? Shall I yow' 
to you he is not dead ? 


Cor. Ha! not dead, Traytor! And haſt thou then 


deceived my Hopes ? And is not Freeman dead ? Oh, 


what is Man? Didſt thou not ſwear, and beg to give 


me any Proof of thy falſe Paſſion ? I aſked you this, 
and is it thus, you gave it? Oh, for a quick reveng- 
Power to kill thee. 

Bev. Calm thy dear angry Face, and tell me my 
Love, which Way it beſt ſhall pleaſe ? 

Cor. Is it then in that Choice to tell me either? 
Oh, blaſt thy double Tongue, and all this Beauty 
that miſled thy Truth. 

Bev Then fince 'tis my Deſtiny to offend, Ill fol- 
low Truth, and tell you, Madam, all your ſtrict 
Commands I did obey, and Freeman is no more. 

Cor. No more]! Why, what hadſt thou to do with 

my Commands? Oh, thou haſt kill'd all that my Soul 


could love; go from my Eyes, far from my Thoughts | 


remain. 
Bev. This is an il Reward for all my Love : But ſuch 


_ Ingratitude will drive thee from my Heart [Going. 

Cor. I muſt not let him go, "ill I' m reveng'd.—Stay, 
I relent. Ob, ſtay, and give my Heart a little Time, to 
take Leave of its old Acquaintance; alas, I lov'd this 
Freeman, lov'd him dearly, more than my Life. 

Bev. Why did you kill him then; 

Cor. Why, in my own Defence; he ay the ficſt, 
I fear, the mortal Wound. 

Bev. Then believe it juſt, and think of him no 
more, but of the dear Reward of all my Services: 
Come, will ye not? 

Cor, I will ; but you'll receive it dacvatly, and not 
with Hands ſtain'd in the Blood of him, who lately 
was ſo dear to me ? 

Bev. Still on that Subject ? 

Cor. You'll find me all you wiſh, give me but an 


- Hour's Tan to compoſe my ſelf. | 
Bev, 
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Bev. Do not you dally with me? 
Cor. No, by Heaven, when you return, I'll give you 


your Reward ; and what you moſt deſerve, — (Aſide. 
Bev. Here keep this Ring, and think each Minute's 


31 


Abſence, is a long Year in Love Farewel! [ Exit. 


Cor. Vain, credulous, treacherous Fool, Farewel : 


_ Miſchief, inſpire me now with all thy Arts: Methinks 


the Sight of this inſtructs my Soul with a noble Piece 
of Villainy. I will to Celia with this Ring, and frame 
a Story of ſuch cunning Miſchief, ſhall ſtab her thro? 
the Ear, into the Heart; by Heav'n 'tis greatly brave, 
and I'll begin it: Then, when this treacherous Fellow 
does return, I'll be prepar'd for him.— Who waits ? 


Enter Mother Griffin and Freeman, 


Free, Now, what a Devil is this Woman! A/de. 

Cor. Call a Coach this Minute — and you, Sir, I 
wa beg to wait on me. 

Free, Where ever you command,—'This was lucky 


Ade. | [Exeunt, / 


Scene the Street, Enter Vizard. 


Viz. There is a Fate, I think, attends Men of my 
Vocation, that what we extract from F ools, and un- 
deſigning Perſons, by the Curſe of Deſire, is generally 
apply'd to the Uſe of ſome inſolent Whore, that is 
predeſtin'd to doat on another, and maintain her Pa- 
ramour, at our Expence : I, who am fo excellent a 
Matter in all the ſubtle Arts of Circumvention, am 
not Proof againſt the Inſinuation of Beauty: There 
is a kind of Witchcraft in the Face of Corinna, and 
I am a voluntary Bubble: That damn'd old 
Bawd, Mother Griffin, has had more Money from 
me to procure her Conſent, than ever any Golden 
Aſs gave for a young Actreſs's 9 


Eater 


7 Serv. Sit, here's a Lady deſires to ſpeak with you 
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Enter Mixum and the Goldſmith's Apprentice, with @ 


Silver Punch- Bowl, 


Mir. Be ſure you take a particular Care of it ; de- 
liver it into my Wife's own Hands; for I am terri- 


bly afraid of that Rogue Vizard; he's a cunning Fel- 


low, and able to cheat the Devil; nay, to my Know- 
ledge, he has made an Aſs of a Lawyer, and circum- 
vented a Stock-jobber : —— But if ever I catch him, 
Oons I'll play the Devil with him. 

T [The Apprentice, and Mixum, go off ſeverally. 
Nix. The Fox grows fat when he's curs'd ; I'll ſhave 


| = ſmoother yet, Friend Mixum; my Mouth runs on 


ater for that Punch- Bowl, iſ I were to bite a poor 
Poet, or a penurious Parſon, who for Want of Learn- 


ing had but one good Meal in a Fortnight, it were a 


Sin ; but to wring the Weathers of this baſe Jumbler 
of Elements, I hold it meritorious, and will draw a 
Lot for the Punch-bow!, without the Fear of a Hal- 
ter before my Eyes. [Exit, 


Scene changes. Enter Mr. Thinkwell, Celia, and 


. Miranda. 
Thin. Celia, I know you love him, and there is 


no need of Diſſimulation: I have given you my Con- 


ſent, and once more tell you, I can never approve of 
any Man for your Huſband, * you diſlike, 
Cel. Sir, l al not how to requite your Goodneſs, 
but by an entire Submiſſion to your Will. 
Think. And what ſays my little Volatile, ha? 


Well, you ſhan't gnaw the Sheets for want of a better 
Employment; I'll take Care you ſhan't die a Maid. 


Mir. Indeed, Sir, you ought to provide me a Huſ- 
band as ſoon as you can; for when my Couſin is diſ- 


pogd of, L ſhan't care to lye alone. 


Enter a Servant. 


Think, 


of find 0; tn 
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Think, Bid her_come in. 


Enter Corinna; and Freeman diſguiſed. 


I hope your Buſineſs is with me, fair Lady. 
Air. It would be but ill diſpatched then. 
Cor. I know not, Sir; firft, I muſt deſire your 

Name: Are you Father to the fair Celia? | 

Think. I am, fair Miſtreſs, for want of a better; 
this is the Maid you name. | | 

Cor. My Time's but ſhort, and what J have to ſay, 
I muſt diſpatch : Madam, you had a Lover once, 
whoſe Name was Freeman. 

Cel. Had! (good Heaven) I hope, and have. 

Cor. No, Bevil has baſely killed him, 

Cel. Oh, miſerable Celia [ $100075, + 

Think. Look to my Daughter. W 

Cor. Madam, look up; this great Concern he me- 
rits not; *twas Pity brought me here to undgceive 
you : His Vows and Soul were mine, entirely mine. 

Cel. Why did you call me back to Life again, or 
ſay, in Pity that you undeceive'd me? If you knew 
Freeman falſe, why did you ſtay me? You would 
have let me dy'd, it would have been more charitable, - 

Mir. This muſt be Malice ſure. 

Cor. Madam, do you know this Ring? He gave it 
me, and told me ſuch Things of your tireſome Paſ- 
ſion, as often gave us cauſe of Laughter. 

Mir. Sure all Mankind is falſe. 

Cel. J cannot blame him, that he lov'd me not, 
when ſo much Beauty, as appears in * gave him 
Permiſſion to adore it; but twas moſt cruel to ſport 
at my Misfortune ; he ſhould have pitied Follies he 
created —Help me, Miranda, for I grow faint. 

Think. Lead her in, and be careful of her. 

, [ Exeunt Celia, and Miranda. 


but Madam.— | 
Free. I cannot hold ; I muſt reveal myſelf—yet I 
will have Patience, to ſee the utmoſt that this Devil 
| D 2 | aims 
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aims at: How miſerable were it to be virtuous, if 
ſuch a Wretch as this could proſper ! Oh, Heaven, 
what Difference there is in Women, and their Life ? 
What Man, that's worthy the Name of Man, wou'd 


leave the modeſt Pleaſures of a lawful Bed; Joys of 


chaſte Sheets, for the unhealthſul Embraces of a com- 
mon Woman! [ A/ide. 

Think, Confeſt, Madam? And to you? On what 
Acquaintance, pray? 

Gor. He was in love with me, and ſecing no Hopes 
of gaining me whilſt Freeman liv'd, he found a Means 
to murder him, then vaunted of his Villainy to me: 
Pleaſe you to go, where, I'll direct you, and you ſhall 
hear him confeſs the Murder, 

Think. Madam, I'll loſe no Time, but go with you 
this Minute; we'll take ſome Officers along with us: 
If Bevil be ſuch a Villain, he ſhall feel the utmoſt 
Rigour of the Law. | Exeunt. 


Scene changes. Enter Mrs. Mixum, with a Punch- 


. bowl, and the Apprentice. | 


' Wife. Well, Jarvis, remember me to your Maſters 
and Miſtreſs, and tell 'em, I acknowledge the Receipt 
of this—Acknowledge the Receipt! This 'tis to have 

Education, and to be brought up in a Tavern ; 
tho* my Huſband be a Citizen, all London knows, I 


keep as good Company, as any She within the Walls. 
— Farewel, honeſt Jarvis. [ Exit the Apprentice, 


Enter Vizard, dreft like a Goldſmith's Apprentice, with 
a Fole of Salmon. 


Viz. A fair Hour to you, Miſtreſs, 


Nie. A pretty Compliment; I'll write it down: 


A beautiful Thought to you, Sir, | 

- Viz... Your Hiſband, and my Maſter, Mr, Glen, 
have ſent you a Jole of freſh Salmon, and they intend 
to come both to Supper preſently, to ſeaſon your new 


Bowl, forſooth, Which your Huſband intreats ou 


would 
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would ſend back by me, that his Arms may be en- 
aved on it, which he forgot before. 
Wife. Are you ſent by no Token? Nay, I have a 
Wit, | 

* Viz. Yes, forſooth, by the ſame Token, he was 
left in the Suds this Morning. | 

Wife. A ſad Token, but true; here, pray com- 
mend me to your Maſter and Miſtreſs, and tell *em 


I expect em impatiently :—[ Exit. Viz. with the N 


Impatient, was well again! Sam, Sam, why Sam, 
ſay. 


Enter Sam. 


Sam, Here, here, forſooth. 

Wife. Come quickly, ſpread the Table, lay Nap- 
kins, and, do you hear, perfume the Room a little, 
it does ſo ſmell of this profane Tobacco; and T could 
never endure Fobacco, ſince Mr. Tickletext told me 
it was an Enemy to Propagation.So, ſpread hand- 
ſomely.—Lord, theſe Boys do Things ſo Arfie- varſie ! 
You ſhew your Breeding: So methodically, Hum! 
I wonder where I got that Word. Oh, it was Sir 
John Empty, bid me kiſs him methodically ; well he's 
a fine Gentleman, and every Thing he does, is ex- 
crementally ſweet : There's another fine Word. 
Well! I have a Memory. "D 


Enter Mr. Mixum. 


Mix. Well, Robin Mixum, be not diſcourag'd, be 
not diſheartned; thou wilt recover all. TTY 
ef by Oh, are you come Huſband ! Where are they ? 
ix. How now, how now, how now? What, a 


Feaſt going forwards! And in my private Parlour ! 


Who treats Peg, who treats ? 


IWife. Prithee leave Fooling, are they come? 
Mix, Come]! Who come? | 


Strange, what's ſtrange ? Is the Woman mad? 


* . Lord, how ſtrange you make it! 
ix. 
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Fife. Ay, ſtrange : You know of none that ſent 
me a Jole of * freſh Salmon, do you—and faid they'd 
come to Supper with me ? 

Mix. Ha! freſh Salmon! Peace, not I; Peace, the 
_ Meſſenger has miſtaken the Houſe : Let's eat it up 
quick'y, before it be enquired for :—Come, come, 

inegar, quickly, Sam.—dSome good Luck yet Faith; 
I never taſted Salmon that reliſh'd better in my. 
on” ;—well, *tis a rare Thing to feed at other Mens 

0 

Wife. Other Mens Coſt | Prithee don't turn Fool; 
did not you ſend this Salmon ? 

Mix. No, I fay ; no. 

mb By Mr. Gliften's Man? 

x. I ſay, no. 

Wife. Who ſent Word, that he and his Wife would 
"_ to 1 with me? 

Mix. No, no, no. ( Eats heartily. 

Mer And hanſel my new Bowl ? 

Hah, Bowl! [ Lays down his Knife, and flarts. 
And withal, commanded me to ſend the 
Bow! back ? 
Mix. Ha back! 
. That your Arms might be put on t. 
x. Oh! 
Wife. By the ſame Token, that you were left in 
the Suds this Morning, 
Mix. Oh, oh, oh! 


. Wife. And thereupon I ſent back the Bow] Nay, 


and I bear not the Blame.— 
Mix. And is the Bowl gone? Is it deliver'd ? de- 
parted ? defunt? Ha! 
bs is Deliver'd ! Yes ſure, tis FRE Oe d. 
x. I will never more ſay my Prayers ;—and i is 
the Bowl gone? 
Wife. Gone! God's my Witneſs, I deliver'd it, 
with no. more Deſign to be cozen'd on't, than the 
Child that's unborn, 


Mix, 


in 


- 
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Mix. Look to my Houſe, I am haunted with evil 
Spirits : Hear me, thou Plague to Man, thou Wife, 
thou: If I have not the Bowl again, I will go to the 
Devil; I'll to a Conjurer ; look to my Houſe ; Pl 
raiſe all the Wiſemen in London. Exit. 

Miſe. Bleſs me, what fearful Words are theſe! I 
hope he is but drunk. 


Enter Vizard, as before. 


Viz. I muſt have my Salmon; I cannot afford the 
old Rogue ſo good a Bit: I muſt have it to ſeaſon my 


Punch: Now for a Maſter-piece.— fair Miſtreſs, — 


Wife, Oh, have I caught you | Sam, ſhut up the 
Doors, Sam. | | 

Viz. Peace, good Miſtreſs, I'll tell you all; a Jeſt, 
a meer Jeſt; your Huſband did it only to fright, you: 
The Bowl's at my Maſter's, and thither your Huſ- 
band's gone, and has ſent me in all haſte, left you 
ſhould be over frighted, to invite you to come to Supe 
per to him. | | 

Wie. Praiſe Heaven 'tis no worſe ; but he did not 
do well; I never was ſo ſcar'd in the whole varſal 
a ; he has put every Part about me in a Conſtel- 
ation, | 

Viz. And he deſires you wou'd ſend the Salmon be- 
fore, and yourſelf to follow; my Miſtreſs will be very 
glad to ſee you. 

Mie. I pray take it; well, I was never fo out of 
my Wits, in my Lift—pray, thank your Miſtreſs. 
Exit, Viz. with the Salmon.] How my Heart beats 

il !—Sam, ſend Betty with my Hood, my Gloves, 
and Scarf, quickly—well, if I had been thus couzen'd 


of my Bowl, I ſhould never have been complus menius 
again, 
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Enter a Maid with a Hood, Scarf, and Gloves; and ] 
goes about to put them on. 


Enter Mr. Mixum. 


] 

| I 
Mix. How now, whether are you jaunting, ha? : 
Wife. Come, come, pray leave off your Fooling ; te 
you might have made me miſcarry. IL 
v 

g 

th 


Mix. What unuſual Devil has poſſeſt the Woman? 
Wife. Devil me no Devil, will you go ? 
iz. Go! whither? In the Name of Madneſs, 
-whither? - | 4 
Wife. Whither? Why to Mr. Gliſen's, to eat the 
Salmon; how ſtrange you make of it ? 
Mix. Your Meaning Jade, your Meaning ? - 
Wife. Lord bleſs me! Did you not ſend for me, 
and for the Salmon, by the ſelf-ſame Fellow, that 
came for the Bowl? 
Mix. Tis well! *Tis wondrous well! And are 
you in your right Wits, Jade? Are you? 
Wife. Nay, if you make an Afs of me, I'll make. 


an Ox of you, I tel] you that, [Sx |. 
Mix. Certainly, I muſt be diſtracted, or my Wife, Ze 
—or both of us.— Well, I'll never pray again, that's tha 


Certain; if Heaven forget to proſper Knaves, the 
City's like to thrive—I'll go hang myſelf out of the 


| * — * 
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came all breathleſs, panting to my Chamber, his Sword ful t 
all bloody; and pray d me to conceal him, for he had it me 


Way. [ Exit, 

8 Scene changes. Enter Thinkwell, Corinna, and Officers. 
= Cor. This is my Lodging, Sir, where, if you'll '4 
1 leaſe to wait a little, you ſhall both ſee, and hear the Rag 
fo Truth of what I've told you. me 
1 Think, But, Madam, did he tell you, he had kill'd | him 
1 bis Friend? Tell you himſelf? That's ſtrange ? 0 
3 Cor. Sir, if you find I wrong him, let me die; he now 


murder'd Freeman, | 
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Think. Under Favour ; what Quarrel had they, ſaid 
he? - | 

Cor. I innocently was the unhappy Cauſe : They 
lov'd me; both were Rivals in my Favour ; nor knew 
I which my Heart inclin'd to moſt, Freeman 
had Wit, Youth, Gaity, and good Humour, was 
lovely, well made, fit to engage a Heart; and Bevil 
too was handſome, very diſcreet, amorous, ſoft in his 
Language, modeſt in his Actions, though their Charms 
were different, yet *twas hard to ſay who was the 
greater Conqueror ; ſo I, by favouring either, made 
the other jealous. 


Enter Mother Griffin. 


M. Griff. Well, Daughter; Bevil is come again. 
he's upon the Stairs. | 

Cor. Pray, Sir, retire with the Officers into my 
Cloſet, and you ſhall heat he will confeſs the Murder; 
and having Witneſs, you may apprehend him. Exeunt 

. * Thinkwell and Officers. 


Enter Bevil. 


Bev. Now, my Corinna, now my heavenly Fair, 
J come to claim thy Promiſe, Oh, the exceſſive Joy 


that fills my Soul with Thoughts of my approaching 


Happineſs. 
Cor. But, ftay. | 
Bev. Oh! do not kill me with that fatal Word. 


Cor. You have not told me yet, how you kill'd 
Freeman. | 


Bev. Oh! name him not; ſome Fit of Love, or 


Rage, will ſeize thy Soul, at naming him, and ruin 
me; my dear Corinna, Miſtreſs of my Soul, name 
him no more. | e 

Cor. Now on thy Life, by all J hold moſt dear, 
now Freeman is no more, the Repetition will be grate- 
ful to me; Prithee, how fell the perjur'd Man? Tell 


it me o'er again, and I'll reſign myſelf forever to thy 


Arms. Bev. 
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Bev. Tell thee, and take thee ! Would every Syl- 
lable betray my Life, I'd haſte to utter it for that Re- 
ward: I met with him in Somerſet- Houſe Gardens, 


and upbraiding him of his Cruelty to thee, I took 


that Occaſion to provoke him tv a Quarrel, which 
ſucceeded ; he drew, and at the Paſs, my Sword went 
through his Heart; after that, I lung his Body into 
the Thames, which the Stream has by this Time carry'd 
farther off. . 
Cor. And you ſhall die for it, fond, eaſy Fool. 


Enter Mr. Thinkwell and Officers. 
Think, Seize the Murderer : Oh, wicked Villain, 


baſe, and treacherous ! 


Bev. Baſe, and perfidious Woman; hold off your 
Hands, and let me aſk this Devil why ſhe does thus. - 
Cor. Oh, Fool, that could'ſt believe my Love ſo 


flight to let thee live, that murder'd him, I liv'd for: 


Now my Revenge is finiſh'd. | 
Bev. Now, now, I ſee the ſtrong Deformity of 

finful Paffion. | 
Think. Come, come, Sir, we came not here to talk; 
carry him away, the Seffions begins 'To-morrow 


Morning; I'll get the Bill found, and have you hang'd 


out of the Way. | 
Bev. I deſerve this Uſage, but yet un-hand me; 
this I had been ſerv'd, had I indeed kill'd Freeman; 
but, Sir, he lives, lives at his Goldſmith's, one Ghften's 


in Cheapfide. 
Cor. Heaven! Lives! Lives to be married: Oh !— 
Think. We are not to believe that, to Priſon with 
him, till he can prove this true. 
Bev. No Rudeneſs, I'll go, unguarded.— To what 
a monſtrous Height of Wickedneſs is this Wretch ar- 


- Tiv'd'! Firſt to contrive, and perſuade me to murder, 


and then to glory in betraying me | 


Think. How, Sir, this Woman ſet you on! Nay, 
then, pray Mr. Conftable, lay hold on her, and ſee her 
. forth-coming. | | 


Cor. 
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Cor. With Joy, ſince Freeman lives, and lives to 
be perjur'd ; no Matter what becomes of me. | 

M. Griff. Ods mà, Life, un-hand my Child, you 
rude Cuckolds of Authority, or I ſhall lay my Cane 
a-croſs your fortify'd Noddles. 

Think. This is tha Bawd, and conſequently, a Prin- 
cipal in the Murder ; lay hold of her, and if Freeman 
cannot be produced, you {hall be accountable for his 
Blood. 

M. Griff. Here's Doings—Help, help, I am a Gen- 
tlewoman, Varlets ;z=Oh, my Ribs, oh, my Ribs, 
my Ribs. [ They force em off. Exeunt. 


Scene changes to the Street. Enter Vizard, 


7 z. No Prey ſtirring? Sure the Devil is about ex- 

traordinary Buſineſs ; for I never yet had an Inclina- 

tion to be wicked, that he was backward of ſending 
an Opportunity, — 


Enter a Fidler, with a Cloak on. 


Ha, here comes a Fellow, he looks, by his Cloak, 
to have Money in his Breeches ; I muſt have a Knock 
at his Pate, to get into his Pocket, —[ Knecks him down, 

Fid. Oh, oh, oh 

Viz. What the Devil have we here! A poor rid. 
3 ler! A Pox on him, I took him for a Gentleman; 
I gueſs by his Profeſſion, he has as little Money, _ 
s '| Underſtanding.—I thought ſo—a crooked Sixpence— 
| Feels in his Packet.] a Piece of Roſin, and two Yards 
of Cat-gut ;—but let me ſee, here's a Cloak for my 
Kna-ery. Takes the Cloak, and exit. 

Fid. O, dear Heart, the Rogue has kill'd me ; he 
it Jhas made a ſoft Place in my Head ;—ſtop Thief, ſtop 

- Thief, ſtop Thief. [Exit. 


am w — 
. 
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Enter Mixum, meeting Vizard in a Cloak. 


Mix. Oh, that ſhould be my Arch-rogue, Vizard. 
Have 1 caught you at laſt? I'll make you 3 
ample.— 


| 
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ample. [ Takes hold :f his Clhak—he flips away, and 
leaves the Cloak with Mixum :] Odſo, the Dog has 
flipp'd out of his Caſe; but I have got a good Cloak 


by the Bargain, that's ſomewhat towards my Loſſes.— 
| (He puts on the Cloak, 


Enter Fidler, Conſtable, and Watchman, 


Nad. Stop Thief, ſtop Thief. —Oh, Mr. Canſtable, 
there's the Rogue, he has got my Cloak upon his Back. 
Conf. Seize him. > | 

Mix. How, now, Gentlemen; what's the Matter? 
Conſt. Why, you have robb'd a Man upon the King's 
Highway. x | 

Mix. Why, ſure the Fellow's a Fool. 

FHid. No, he is not, but he's a Con/table, and that's 
all one; that's my Cloak, and I will take my Oath, 
that you came behind me, knock'd me down, and ran 
away with it upon your Back; and fo, Mr. Conftable; 
I charge you to carry him before a Juſtice. 

Conſt. Come, bring him along. 

Mix. This damn'd Fellow, /:1zard, is certainly my 
evil Genius, —I ſhall be hang'd for his Roguery, now. 
; $ Excunt. 


The End of the ſecond Act. 
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ACT 'm 
Enter Celia and Miranda: 


Cd. DU, tell me, dear Miranda, is it a Crime 
to die, when Life's a Torment ? 

Mir. Prithee leave theſe melancholly Thoughts; you 

make me fad, a Humour that I hate; 'Slife pine for 


one Man! Why, Girl, conſider, thou art Young, 
gane 
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and haſt Beauty enough to break half a ſcore Hearts, 
and attract all the Fops in Town; then prithee aſſume 
a little Tyranny ; it becomes our Sex, and reſolve to 
revenge our Quarrel on all Mankind. 

Cel. Oh, thou art happy, would I were uncon- 
cerned, and had even a brutal Temper, that no Mis- 
fortune could depreſs, or Happineſs could elevate. 

Mir. Call you that brutal? Give me that ſolid one; 
I hate your thin and unſubſtantial Soul, that every 
ſmall Aſſault of Fortune breaks through, and makes 
ridiculous Mirth, or Sorrow; give me a Soul, 2 

Humour that's in Grain, not one that fades, like Co- 
lours in the Sun and changes like your Cheeks ; now 
pale, now red, and tells the World the Secrets of 


a your Heart: But, I muſt confeſs, I'm griev'd for Be- 
* vil, for you know I love him; yet not ſo much, to 
n whine and die for him; and his Misfortunes as a 
; Friend, I feel not as a Lover, ſince his Inconſtancy 


has forfeited that Reſpect. 
Cel. Oh, Miranda, thou talk'ſt like one, whoſe 


y Heart ne'er felt one Symptom of that generous Paſ- 

* ſion; true, Love admits of no Alterations; yet, 

as. when I conſider Freeman was falſe, methinks I ſhould 
not die, 


Mir. Nay, as for that, I think you are miſtaken; I 
think him true enough, and by what my Uncle has 
informed me, that was one of his incens'd Miſtreſſes, 
one of his Family of Love, that envied your Happi- 
neſs, and contrived this purely to be revenged on him, 
or put you in Deſpair, Nay, I believe Freeman is not 
dead, nor can I think Bevil could be fo baſe, upon 
8 Account, to kill him, eſpecially on this, *cwere 
a Diſgrace, as well to his Underſtanding, as his Ho- 
nel Pour; though, indeed, Honour is very ſeldom to be 

conſulted in the Aﬀairs of Women, or Underſtanding 
either; if they were, ſome Men would be more cir- 
cumſpect in their Intrigues, than they are now-a- 
Days, unleſs they _ Quality a Sanction for Pra- 


phaneneſs; 
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phaneneſs ; therefore be pacify'd ; you have not ſlept 


Night; fit, and l'Il ſing to you. (She fings. 
el, 1 cannot ſleep ; alas, there is no Muſick like 
my Sighs. $2005, 


Mir. Alas, ſhe faints.—help, help. 


Enter Freeman. 


Free. By your Leave, ſweet Creatures,— 
Air. Uncivil, Sir, what are you? 
Free. One that brings Comfort—ha, the Lady dy- 
ing! Stand by, I havea Cordial in my Voice. 
Mir. Ha, Freeman alive]! What Miracle is this? 


Cel. Ha! Freeman! Or does my Senſe deceive me? 


Sure, | am in Heaven, and this is Freeman; Art thou 
an Angel there? 

Free, I would not wiſh it yet; No, we have an Age 
to come in Love, e' er we arrive to that. 


Cel. Now I ſhall die with Joy ;—forgive my Tranſ- 


port, 'tis the Effect of a ſincere, and honeſt Paſſion, 
which I can conceal no longer, 

Free, Call back thy Blood into thy pale Cheeks, 
thou Miracle of Woman : By all that's good, I never 


was unjuſt ; that Woman, that beautiful Sinner, whom _ 
you ſaw, I have been to blame with! but you muſt 


forgive the Errors of my Youth. 
Cel. I do, and her, and muſt love whom you love. 
Free, I thank thy Goodneſs ; but it ſhall not need; 


hereafter I'll tell thee all my Life ; but now my Time 


is ſhort, and I muſt yet remain in this Diſguiſe to ac- 
compliſh my honeſt Deſign on Bevil; for leaving thee, 
Miranda, for another. | | 

Mir. And, has he been ſo wicked! 


« Free. Yes, but is now reclaim'd ; ll return the 


Penitent into your Arms again. | | 
Air. Why, Faith, Couſin, this is to be, I do love 

the Fugitive, that's flat ; and if my Uncle pleaſe, will 

venture to take him, for better, for worſe, 


Enter 


— — PP 


— 


A Match in Newgate. 45 


Enter My. Thinkwell. 


Think. Oh, my Girls, I am ſorry I am the Meſ- 
ſenger of ſuch ill News, but you muſt prepare your 
Hearts to bear with it; poor Bevil is condemned. 

Mir, I thought he ſaid he would produce Freeman, 
at Mr, Gliſten's, the Goldſmith's ? 

Think, That's all one; when it came to the Teſt, 
Gliten deny'd he ever ſaw him; ſo that his own Con- 
feſſion hang'd him, without more Witneſs ; and Be- 
vil, Corinna, and that Mother of all Miſchief, the 
Bawd, were found guilty of the Murder : However, 
F1I use all my Intereſt to procure Bevil a Pardon. 

Mir. Then pray ſollicit this Gentleman. | 

Think, Ha! Freeman, alive | May I believe my Eyes? 
Free. You may,— | 


Wink. Oh, kiſs me, kiſs me—kiſs me, —But how: 


Which way ? When ? What? Where?—Lord, I am 


© ſo tranſported, —Sure I am in a Dream all this while; 


well, I'll go back to Newgate again, and wake my- 
ſelf : But this Surprize had like to have made me for- 


get, to tell you our Neighbour Mixum, the Vintner, 


is condemned for a Robbery, and ſeveral others. 
Free. How, Mixum for a Robbery ! Was it proved 

upon him ? 3 | | 
' Think, By a ſhabby Sort of a Fellow; but he ſwore 


Point-blank againſt him ! *tis thought, however, he'll 


have a Pardon; a Cloak was ſtolen ; that Cloak was 
taken upon his Back ; the Juſtice was drunk that 
committed him; the Judge ſevere, and in Haſte, the 
Jury a hungry, and fo the K nave was caſt ; but, Lord, 


to hear his Wiſhes, his Curſes, his Prayers, and his 
ill-tim'd Zeal ; by my Troth, they would have made 


a Comedy: But come, let us all to Newgate, with 
Expedition, and releaſe the poor Gentleman from his 


\ dreadful Contemplations, of Death and the Gallows, 
Om. With all our Hearts. [ Exeunt. 


E 2 | Scene 
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Scene, the Outſide of Newgate; a Box hangs out, and 
Padwell, with'other Priſoners a Begging. 


Zack. Pray, remember the poor Priſoners, the poor 

Priſoners, pray, remember : oh, oh. 

Pad. Damn-ye, for a Son of a Whore, how ſneak. 
ingly do you beg. —Remember the Poor, you ſnivel- 
ing Bitch ; is that a Voice to dive to the Bottom of 
a Uluter's Pocket, and fetch out his Money, in ſpite 
of his harden'd Heart ?——Remember the Poor !|—— 
Stand by you Dog, and let me come to the Grate. 

Fack, Dear Heart, Mr. Padwell, methinks we 
ſhould have little Stomach to beg, and are to be hang'd 
within theſe three Hours. 

Pad. Why, you whining Cur, then we have the 
more need to beg, that we may drink at Parting ; ſtand 
away, and obſerve me. now, with what a laudable 
Voice I'll move Compaſſien :—Chriſtians, pity the 


poor Priſoners of this loathſome Dungeon, and it will 


be reſtor'd unto you Ten-fold ; drop your Bounty in- 


to this little Box, the only Support, Relief, and Com- 


fort of Twenty poor wretched Souls: Noble Sir, re- 
member the poor Priſoners, | 


Enter Mr. Thinkwell, gives Money, and goes in. 


Heaven reward your noble Charity, and reſtore it to 
you, Forty, and Forty fold. 


Enter Freeman, Celia, and Miranda, they p 
| in the Box, and go in. * 


ut Maney 
\ 


Ha, Ladies all alighted! Moſt beautiful Ladies, Wl 


pete your noble 8 amongſt twenty my 
retches, oppreſſed with Hunger and Cold : Merci- 
ful and fair—pity the Miſeries of unfortunate young 
Men, whoſe few ſhort Hours of Life they have left, 
ſhall be employed in Prayers for our noble Benefac- 
tors.— Oh, remember the Poor; ha, *tis Gold; nay, 
now a ſhort Life, and a merry One; we'll have it ” 


Fg 
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in Drink, Boys; and when the Hour comes, die like 
Heroes, ling the Palm merrily, and then—be hang'd, 


till we are ſober, 
[ Exeunt from the Grate. 


Scene, a Chamber in Newgate. Enter Bevil and Ar. 
Thinkwell. 


Bev. No, Slr, I do not bluſh, nor are my Chee ks 
ous pale, tho' l'm condemned to die a ſhameful 
eath, | 
Think. No kind of Death is ſhameful, but the Cauſe. 
Bev. Which I well know is none? but are there 


no Hopes of a Reprieve ? 


Think. Not the eaſt, | 

Bev. Upon my Honour, Sir, Freeman is ſafe ; I have 
already ſatisfied you, how I came to ſay what I did, 
of his Death, to that fair, falſe one ;—ſure ſome Le- 
thargy has ſeiz'd him, that he appears not, or elſe he's 
mad. It cannot be Unkindneſs, and it would grieve 
you, Sir, to ſee me die, and after find me innocent, 

Think, By the Maſs, and ſo it would gut to put 
you out of all theſe hanging Apprehenſions, know Free- 
man is alive—and here he comes himſelf to prove it. 


Enter Freeman, Celia, and Miranda, 


Bev. Ha! my dear, unkind Friend, have you dealt 
well with me? | 

Free. I was reſolved I would be Quits with you, 
for getting my Miſtreſs from me, which, by the way, 
I beg you would forgive. p 

Bev, Ha, Miranda here] Which Way muſt I look 

Air. Nay, do not hide your Face, or turn away; I 
am wond'rous glad, to know where a Maid may find 


you, when ſhe has Need of you: And tho” thei. 
hains are ſomething eaſier, than thoſe of Matri- 


mony, yet, like a malicious Woman, I am propoſing 
a Change; what do you think of it? Dare you ven- 


E 3 ture; 
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venture? Methinks it were no ungrateful Leap, from 
the Gallows, into a fair young Lady's Arms ; would 
you not rather cry, drive away Carman, and ſing your 
penitential Pſalm at the Gallows, than turn back, and 
ſay, for better, for worſe ? ac 


Bev. And can you, Madam, w#cept this Criminal 
in Chains ? 


Air. The ſooner for that Reaſon, with my Uncle's 


Leave ; for | have a good Hank upon you, when you 
are inſolent, to upbraid you with the Place, from 
whence I had you. 
” Free, He cannot but commend your Paſſion for 
im. : 

Bev. | am aſham'd to be ſo much obliged. 

Cel. Nay, leave the Shame to her. | 

Mir. Shame, I laugh at it, and would have believed 
it none, to have married Bevil, under the Gallows — 
therefore take my Hand, and bind the Bargain, 

Bev. Thou art a noble Creature, and I am thine, 
for ever: Now, Sir, I muſt ſue to you, for Pardon. [To 

5 Ar. Thinkwell. 

Think, Nay, I'm reſolv'd, I will be reveng'd of thee, 
and ſince you eſcap'd the Hang-man, you ſhall be 
noos'd by the Prieſt. 

Mir. Hanging and Marriage, you ſee, go by Deſtiny, 

Think. I'll have the Sentence put in Execution im- 
mediately ; and.the Ordinary ſhall do the Buſineſs : He 
can read the Ceremony, as well as ſet a Pſalm, and will 
bring a Man to Repentance, as ſoon as any one of his 
Function; come, we'll go down, and ſee what ſort 
of a Figure my Neighbour Mixum makes under his 
Misfortune, and releaſe the two wicked Women ; and 
in the mean Time, I'll ſend to Doctors- Commons, tor a 
Conjugal Warrant, and commit you to the Cuſtody 
of Mmen. ' [Exeunt, 


Scene, 


TW 


— 
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Scene, the Lodge of Newgate : The Keeper calls, then enter 
Corinna, Mother Griffin, Padwell, Harry, Jack, 
Tom, and other Priſoners in Fetters, and Mrs. Mix- 
um, and an Acquaintance of one of the Priſoners. 

Keep. Bring out the Prifoners that are order'd for 
xecution, 


Pad. So, Mother Occupy, you are preparing for your 


Journey, I perceive ; are you equipt with a Noſe-gay, 
and a Prayer- Book ? What do you weep at, the Sins of 


our Youth, or the Fear of a Halter? Now, if = had 
ept within the Bounds of your own Trade, Fornica- 


tion, and Adultery, and not proceeded to Murder, you 
would not have been fatigued with a Journey from 


Newpate to burn. 

M, Griff. Well, well, if I am to be hang'd, I can't 
help it ; but my Comfort is, I ſhall die a good Proteſtant, 
and make a very decent End. | 

Mix. O Lord, little did I think of coming to this 
untimely Death, | 

Pad. Come, prithee leave whining ; a Pox on thee, 
for a Chicken-hearted Son of a Whore ; you are e- 
nough to make us all Cowards; I think *tis a great 
Mercy you are to be hanged in ſuch good Company, 

Mix. O dear, how can you talk fo, and are juſt go- 
ing to leave the World? 

Har. Will no good Chriſtian give me a Draught of 
Drink? I am almoſt choak'd. 

Pad. Have a little Patience, and you'll be quite 
choak'd,.— Why, what haſt thou loſt thy Courage 
too, Tom? What doſt thou cry for ? 

Tom. I don't cry ſo much, becauſe I am going to be 
hang'd ; but to think I have not Money to buy me a 
Coffin. . | 

Fd. Nev@ trouble thyſelf about that; my fond 
fooliſh Father, has ſent me a Coffin; but faith, I have 
bit the old Prig, and have ſold my Body to a Surgeon, 
and ſo I'll equip thee with my Carrion-Box. 


Tm, 


* Fo 


for me? 
Keep. No, Sir, here's a good Man come to prepare 


— 
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Tom. Thank you kindly, I wiſh I could do the ſame 


- 


for you. 
Acguain. Well, Roger, I am ſorry I can't ſtay and 
ſee the laſt of you, but I wiſh you a good Journey, tho'. 
Pad. Thank you, thank you, Fack, I wiſh you the 
ſame with all my Heart; but do you hear; pray remem- 


ber my kind Love to my Brother Sam, and be ſure tell 


him I dy'd like a Cock, damn'd hard.— 

| Enter a Keeper. 1 

Keep, Here's good News for the t wo Women; the 
Gentleman who was thought to have been murdered, 
is how found, and in perfect Health. Cr 

M. Griff. Ha, then Il am a Woman again, Heaven 


be thanked for it. Corinna, I hope no Body. has taken 


our Houſe, it ſtood rarely well, Girl, for Buſineſs. 
Mix. What, and are there no Hopes of a Reprieve, 


= 


you for Yother World, | 
| Mix. Ay, dear Heart, then I'm in a bad Way, indeed, 


Enter Vizard, as a Preſbyterian Parſon - Mr. Think- 
well, Freeman, Bevil, Celia, and Miranda, 


Viz. Friend, I was acquainted of thy Misfortune, by 
thy worthy and laborious Paſtor, Mr, Zachar iab Thum- 
pit, who now lieth on a fick Bed ; but having a great 
Concern for thy future Happineſs, hath ſent me to give 
thee ſome wholeſome, and ſpiritual Advice ; to be as it 
were, a Staff unto thee, for to take a great Leap—— 
as it were——thou know'ſt not whither, 

Free. Corinna, twas ridiculous of thee, to think thou 
could'ſt engage me ever ; come, you muſt quit all Hopes 
ofme now, and this vile Creature, this old Bedlam, whoſe 
Wickedneſs, I believe, at firſt debauch'd thee, her thou 
ſhalt forſake ; I think thou art, in thyſelf, ſomething 
nobler than moſt of thy Profeſſion, howe'er thy Love 
to me had plung'd- thee into ſuch wicked Deſigns, 


which Providence has prevented; if you think you can 
| ore- 
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fore-goe your former Courſe of Living, I will take 
care to provide for you in a virtuous Manner. 

Cor. Such Generoſity muſt engage me; I am too 
ſenſible of my Misfortune, though what I did, it was 
my Love to you, urg'd me to; however, I hope my 
future Penitence will engage all your Pity, and your 
Pardons. 

Mrs. Mix. Well, Huſband, this is a very com- 
fortable Man, 

Mr. Mix. He is ſo; but good Mr. Zealfire, leave 
my Soul a little while to itſelf, and let me have ſome 
of your Council concerning my Body; I owe Mr. 
Gliften, the Goldſmith, forty Pounds, and ſuppoſe 
now, when I am going to Execution, he ſhould be 
ſo un-neighbourly to ſet a Serjeant on my Back, 

Viz. Ah, trouble not yourſelf, my Chriſtian Bro- 
ther, with tranſitory Things, but have an Eye to the 
main Chance, — Picks his Pocket. 

Free. See, Bevil, the Parſon is picking the Fellow's 
Pocket. 

Bev. Have Patience, we'll dete& him by and by. 

Viz. I'll warrant your Shoulders—and as for your 


Neck Plinius Secundus, or Marcus Tullius Cicero, or 


ſomebody ſays, that a threefold Cord, is hardly broken. 
Mix. A very learned Man, this—well, IT am not 
the firſt honeſt Man that has been hang'd, and I hope 
in Heaven, ſhall not be the laſt. i 
Mrs. Mix. Ha, Huſband, I little thought you ſhould, 
have had need to have thought of Heaven Fl ſoon - 
Oh, —if you had been hang'd deſervedly, it would 
never have vex'd me; for many an innocent Man 
has been hang'd deſervedly, but to be caft away for 
nothing; Oh, oh, oh! | 
Viz. Comfort yourſelf, good Miſtreſs, moderateGrief 
is decent ; you will ſhortly be a Widow, and I will 
come and viſit you, and give you Chriſtian Conſolation. 
Mrs. Mix. Thank you kindly, Sir; you ſhall be 
heartily Welcome to my Houſe, by Day, or by Night. 


_— But, 
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t the Loſs of you--- 
oh, I wiſh, ! 
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- —But, Huſband, pray, are we tofind the Halter, or they ? 


Mr. Mix. O Woman, Woman, why doſt thou aſk 
ſuch a Queſtion ?—They, they to be ſure. 2 

Mrs. Mix. Nay, I could not tell, but I brought 
one along with .me, for fear of the worſt, (Pulls a 
Halter out of her Packet) Oh, Robin, thou haſt been a 
dear, good Huſband to me, and I was not willing 


you ſhould want for any Thing, I could help you to. 


- Mr. Mix. O, thank you kindly, dear Peg. 

Mrs, Mix. I beſpoke it of my Neighbour Thong, 
the Collar-maker, and gave him a ſtrict Charge, to 
make a ſtrong one; he ſent it you upon his Word, 
and ſaid he could not have made a ſtronger, if it had 
been for his own Wife. | | 

Mr. Mix. O dear, he's a kind Man, and I am 


mightily beholden to all my Friends that are ſo ready 


to ſerve me at this Time. : | 
Mrs. Mix. O my poor, dear Huſband, I can't bear 
1 thall, I ſhall break my Heart; 
wiſh I were to be hang'd in your Room, 
Mr. Mix. Oh, my Dear, I wiſh you were, with 
all my Heart ; but I have been a great Sinner, and 
can't expect 


before theſe good People; I do declare---that if I owe 


any Man any Thing, I do heartily forgive bim; and 


if any Man owes me any Thing, let him pay my Wife. 
Viz. Very good. 4 8 
Mr. Mix. But, Sir, there is one Thing lies upon 
my Conſcience a little, I can't tell whether it be a 
Sin, or no; you muſt know, at the laſt Election for 
the City, I fold my Vote twice over, to both Parties, 
and Poll'd for neither, becauſe, I would not diſoblige 
any of my Cuſtomers, though if it be a Sin, there are 
a great many of. my Brother Livery-men, as guilty 
as myſelf, b 
Viz. Repentance, Repentance is the only Thing. 
Mr. Mix. Here, Peg, here are the Writings of that 
| ; Rogue 


ſuch Mercy ; that would be a Happineſs: 
„Well, I do here make Confeſſion of all my Sins, 


2 
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Rogue Y;zard's Eſtate, who has brought me to this 
untimely End---dear Writings to me : Take care of 
'em, and now, good Yoke-fellow, take Leave of thy 
honeſt Huſband. | | 

Mrs. Mix. No, and pleaſe 3 I'll not leave 
you now, I'll fee you hang'd firſt. | 
. Viz, Ha, my Writings, now for a Trick of Dex- 
terity, to retrieve thoſe, and I am a Man again. =— 
(Aſide.) But, Brother, you muſt have been a Broacher 
of prophane Veſſels, you have made us drunk with 
the Juice of the Whore of Babylen ; for whereas, good 
Ale, Perry, and Metheglin, were the true, antient, 
Britiſh, and Trojan Liquors, you have brought in 
Popery, meer Popery, French, and Spaniſh Wines, to 
the Subverſion, Staggering, and Over-throwing of 
many a good Proteſtant Subject, | | 

Free, Ha, Mr. Hprocrite, have we caught you? 
Mixum, he has (Picks her Packet) pick'd thine, and 
thy Wife's Pocket. 

Bev. By this Light, 'tis /:izard ! Who could have 


ſuſpected a Rogue in this Habit? 


Free. Who could have ſuſpected any Thing elſe in 
this Habit? Tis the tolerated Garb for Family Pick- 
Pockets. | f 


Viz. Dear Sir, endeayour to fave my Life, and I'll 
tell all? N | 


Mr. Mix. O Rogue, Rogue, Rogue ! Why wou'd 


you have been ſo wicked to have taken.away my Life? 


Viz. To tell you the plain Truth, Sir, I believe T 
ſhould have let you been hang'd, before I had told of 
myſelf : But conſider you had put me in a Condition 
of hanging, or ſtarving. [ Enter a Keeper, 

Keep. Mr. Mixum, here is a Pardon come down for you, 

Mr. Mix. Ah, Heaven bethank'd ; but now Rogue, 
I have you upon the Hip. | | 

Free. Come, Mixum, this good News ſhould ftop 
all Reſentment ; beſides, it were a pity to hang the 
poor Fellow; conſider, he was born a Gentleman, and 


his 
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his Diſhoneſty, was partly owing to your own Kna- 
very; you unjuſtly keep the Mortgage of his Eftate 
from him; and the Fellow muſt eat. of | 

Mr. Mix. Well I will not proſecute the Rogue, 
this Lime, though I know he'll be hang'd at laſt. 

Via. I thank you, Sir, but I'll diſappoint ur Pro- 
phecy, if poſſible : Deſperate Diſeaſes, muſt have Deſ- 
perate Cures ; I'll &en marry, and ſee if that will fave 
me from the Gallows, | | 

Mr. Mix, Say, you ſo, why then to turn you honeſt, 
and make you Amends for the Injuſtice I have done 
you, I'II give you my Daughter for a Wife, and a 
thouſand Pounds to maintain her; *tis beſt to capi- 
tulate with the K nave or he'll rob me of as much as 
her Fortune comes to, and I ſhall have the Girl to 
maintain till. | 
Viz. What, lovely Nancy A warm Girl, Faith, 
kiſſes luſciouſly: Sir, I accept of your Propoſal. 

Mr. Mix. Then here's the Mortgage of your Eſtate 
to bind the Bargain; and I'll leave off my Trade, and 
Tet thee up in my Houſe; your Reputation is good 
enough to keep a Tavern; beſides, ll get you choſe 
a Common- Council- Man, in a little Time, and when 

ou are in the Herd, your former Roguery will quickly 
be forgot. 
| - Enter a Keeper. 
Keep. Sir, the Licence is come, and the Ordinary 


Waits above. 


Think. Come, young Fellows, take your Girls by the 
Hands, and lead up tothe little « 1d Gentleman in Black, 
From this dire Place, many to Death have gone ; 
But to be Marry'd very rarely One. 
Bev. Faretel my Troubles, and my Follies. all, 
Reaſon returns, and Pil attend its Call. 
i Virtue and Love are now together join'd, 
And ſhew me where, I may true Pleaſure find; 
Thus all, who'd happy be, I here proclaim, _ 
'Mauft turn Love's Converts, and their Vice reclaim, 
< n | 
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